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The wanton ee thing will rejoice, 
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DEDICATION. 


To ilka lovely Britiſh laſs 
Frae Ladies Charlotte, Anne and Fean, 
| Down to- ilk bonny fanging Beſs, | 
That trips-it barefoot on the green. 


EAR LASSES, 
Your moſt humble ſlave, 


Who n&er to ſerve you ſhall decline; 
Kneeling would your acceptance crave, 


When he preſents this ſma propine. 


Then take it kindly to your care, 
"Revive it with your tunefu notes ; 

Hts beauties will look ſweet and fair, 

 Arifing ſaſtly through your throats. 


When tented by a ſparkling eye, 
The ſpinnet tinkling with her voice, 
It lying on ber lovely knee 
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DEDICATION. 


nel tettles dringe on ingles- dour , . 
Or Flaſhes ſtay the lazy laſs, . 
fangs may guard you frae the fowre, = 
And gayly vacant minutes paſs. | 


E'en while- the leaf fild reeling round, 
Rather than plit a tender tongue, 
Treat a the circling lugs ui ſound, 
Syne ſafely fip when ye have ſung. 


May happineſs had up your hearts, © 
And warm ye lang with loving fires, 

May pow'rs propitions play their parts,” 
In matching you to your 15 fret. 
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As 1 went forth to view the ſpring 
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Altho' I be but a country lafs 
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About zule, when the wind blew cule 
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Let me jovial, gn our le ; 
Lhok where my dear Hamilla ſmiles 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty 
Laſly, lend me your braw hemp heckle 
Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove _ 
Love never more {ball give me. pain 
Late in an evening forth I went 
Lord Thomas and fair Annet 
M. 
My Jocky blythFfor what thou'lt and 
My mither's ay giowran'o'er me 
My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee _ 
March, march 
My Patie is a lover gay 
My ſoger ladie is over the fea 
N, 
Nanſy' s to the green wood gane 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 
Now Phoebus advances on high 
O. 
O tnvely maid, how dear's thy power 
O Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 


87 


1 
| 44 oa 


258 


2 
66 


10 


Sf TK FA 


0 Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 32 


O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray | 
O ſteer her up, and had her gawn | 
O mither dear I *gin to fear Mm 
One day I heard Mary fay 

© Betſey wilt thou gang wi' me 

O come away, come away 5 
O wha's that at my chamber door 
O waly, waly up the bank 

Of all the Scottich nortuern chiefs 

O Jeany, Jeany, where halt tliou been 
Un Etrick banks in a ſummer's night 


Go 
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Pain d with her ſighting Jamie's Tori 


'Quby does pour brand > drap \ we bluid 
Return hame ward, my heart again 
Rob's Jock came to woo our Jenny 
Robin ſat on the gude green hill 

'... 
subjected to the power of love 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
Sweet Sir, for your courteſie 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born 
Saw ye Tenny Nettles 
Stately ſept he eaſt the wa 
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Tho? beauty, like the roſe 
Teach me, Chloe, how to prove 
*Tis J hae ſeven braw new gowns 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 
Tell me, Hamilla, tell me why 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature 
Twas ſummer, and the day was fair 
The laſt time I came o'er the moor 
The laſs of Peaty? s mill 


Tho! for ſeven years and mair honour "ſhould reave 5 


me of 
Terry woo, tarry woo 


The gypſies came to our good lord's gate 


There gowans are gay, my joy 

I was at the ſhinipg mid- day hour 
Tibby has a fore of charms 

The pawky old curl came o'er the lee 
1 he Jawiand lads think they are fine 
The collier Has a daughter 

1 his is not my ain hœuſe 


IRE: <> 


. 


47 


4 # 
5 
5 
8 
0 
} 
4 
P 
8 
; 
8 
59 
2 
5 
2 | 
3 


SSO 


m 0 


wh 


CU NTENTS.. 
The maltman comes on Munanday 
There was a wife won'd in a glen 
The ſhepherd Adonis A. 
The-cart he came o'er the croft 

The night her filent ſable wore 

*T was at the fearfuF midnight hour 


The lawland maids gang trig and fine 
The morn was fair, ſaft was the air 

The rain runs down theo? Mirryland town 
The king fits in Dung 
There liv'd a man ilk 


Wat beauties does Flora diſeloſe 


When we meet again, Phely 

When flowery meadows deck the year 
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow 
While fops in ſaft Italian verſe 
When we came to London town 


When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 40 
When trees did bud and fields were green 


Where wad bonny Anne lie 

Will ye go to the ewe bughts, Marion 
When I think on my lad 

When abſent from the nymph I love „ 
With tuneful pipe and hearty glee 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 


When TL have a ſaxpence under my thumb 


While our flocks are a teedin 

When Phœbus bright the azure ſkies- 

Willie was a wanton wag 
UT y 

Ye powers, was Damon then ſo bleſt 

Ye gods : was Strephon's picture bleſt- 

Ye gales, that gently wave the fea 

Ye nighlands and ye lawlandg 

Ye. verdant woods, ye cryſtal ſtreams 
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Bonny CHRIS T J. 


OW ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green i F 
sweet taſte the peach and cherry; ; i 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 2 
And claret makes us merry: 
But fineſt colours, fruits and flow'rs,. | 
; And wine, tho? I be thirſty, | | 
x | Loſe a' their charms and weaker powers, „ 
Compar'd, with thoſe of Chriſty, 


4 ſon - 


When wand'ring o'er the flow; ry park, 
No nat' ral beauty wanting, 
Ho lightſome is't to hear the lark, 


And birds in conſort ehanting?- 
vor 8 A 


. , 
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mr if my Chriſty tunes hen voice, 


I'm rapt in admiration; © + 1 17 
ur thoughts with ges rejoice, | = 
And drap the hale creation, | 
Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, | 
And aften mint to make advance, g 
Hoping ſhe Il prove a woman 2 
But, dubious of my ain deſert, | = - 
My ſentiments I ſmothee; + $ 
With ſecret fighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe lage another. | my , 
Thus ſang blate Edie by a "RG a 1 
His Chriſty did oer hear him MM 
She nee en let her lover mourn, © BY 
But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 8 
She ſpake her favour with a look, = 


Which left nae room to doubt her:- 
He wiſely this white minute took, . = 
And tang his arms. ahout her. 1 Y 


My Chriſty — 2725 ſtream. Is F It 


f Sic joys frac tears ariſing, + / 

* 1 wiſh this may na be a dream; 

o love the mailt ſurpriſing t- FE | 
Time was too precious now for: tauk ; 5 


This point of a' his wiſhes. 
He wadna with ſet . 
Bat war'd it a' on kiſſes. 


ee 


The Buſh aboon Tegan. 4 


E AR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwaing 
T'il tell how Peggy grieves me, | 
Tho' thus I languilh, thus complain, 
alas! ſhe ne'er believes me 
| My vows and ſighs, like filent. air: el 
*Z Unkeeded never move her; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
was- there I firſt. did Iove ber. 


* 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad r ry 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 

8 o ſweetly there to find her. 

I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 

in words that I thought tender; 

lf more there paſs'd, Pm not to blame, 
I ů meant not to offend her, 


vet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
he fields we- then frequented; 
If erer we meet the thews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted, ad 
he bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, . 
Its ſweets I'll aye remember, - "0" 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


K 
* 


e rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 8 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
| Az 


Ohl make her — in my ant, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender. 

111 leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 5 
To lonely wilds Pl wander. x: 


NO OO OOO. 
An 'O D E. 
To the Tune of, Polwarth on the G reen. 


A H 0! beauty, like the roſe, >, 
That ſmiles on Polwarth Green, 
In various colour ſhows, 
AsYtis by fancy ſeen : 
Yet all its diff rent glories lie, 
United in thy face. 
And virtue, like the ſun on high,. 3h 
Gives rays toev'ry grace, 1 


So- charming is her air, | 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 8 
© That to ſome angel's care pas 
Fach motion ſeems aſhgn'd : 
But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 5 
As if for wings they ſtole the ray 
She darteth from her-eye, 


Kind am'rous Cupids, While 
With tuneſul voice ſhe ſings, 


Perfume her breath nod ſaniles7 +l 49s 2a 
And wave their balmy wings: * 

But as the tender bluſhes riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 

The ſoul in bliſsful extaſies 
Diſſolveth in the chaTH1mn. 5. 


TWEE D. SIDE. 


"HAT bn Flora difeloſe? 

How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Ten ? 
Yet Mary ill ſweeter than thoſe ; l 

Both nature and faney exceed. 

Nor daiſy, nor ſweet · bluſhing roſe, 
Not all the gay-flowTs of the Geld, 
Not Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, _ wi - 
9 Such beauty and N does yield. | F 


The warblers are heard in the grove, - © 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, N 
The blackbird, and ſweet- -cooing dove, © | 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh, — | 
Come, let us go forth. to the mead, —-©., 
Let us ſee how the. primroſes ſprin 87 * 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 495 
And love while the feather'd folks [of 5 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not 'tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ? 


Tweed's murmurs ſhould ul Ber to reſt; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft. pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare; 
| Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair, 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? 
Oh!] tell me at noon where they feed; 3 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, <4 7 
or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed? 


PEPE IS TEOFSIIE SIE IES ESSE $944 
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To the tune of, Woe's my heart that we * 1 
under. ; 1 
8 Hamilla then my own ? _ 
o! the dear, the charming treaſure: "3 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frown; © 
All my future life is pleaſure, 


>, | 
I < 
— 
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See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature; 
Smiling heaven is in her face, 
All is gay, and all is nature. 
See what mingling charms ariſe, | 
Roſy ſmiles, and kindling bluſhes; 
Love fits laughing in ker eyes, 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes, 


45 
9 


Haſte then from cb Idalian grove, 

. Infant ſmiles, and ſports, and graces; - 
Spread the downy couch for love, 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces, 


Softeſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 
This fair happy night ſurround us; 

While a thouſand ſprightly joys + We; 
Silent flutter all around us. | 


Thus unſowr'd with care or ſtrife, | 
Heaven ſtill guard this deareſt bleſſing ! 


While we tread the path of life, om 
Loving ſtill, and Rill Poſſeſſing. . 
— 9 9ç—ç—5— 
58 0 N G. 
E T's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, | 
Madneis *tis for us to think, m_—” * 
How the world is rul d by aſſes, ; --b-"-þ 


And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink, 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


Then never let vain. cares oppreſs us, 


Riches are to them a ſnares, —_ | 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Crœſus, 8 
While our bottle drowns our care. 
Fa, ta; re; ß ˙ + | 'F 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 

And our ſorrows quite forget-: 
Come let us fuddle all our noles, 

Drink ourſelves qt :tte out of debt. . 
, la, ra, Kc. 4a 4 5 


" of 
When grim death is looking for ws,” | Bs 
We are copping at our. bowls, 3 
Bacchus joining in the chorus 
Death, be gone, here's none but fouls. 


Fa, la, 55 &c, 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, , 
Trembling death away ſhall . 
Ever after underſtanding 


Drinking ſouls can never die. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


* 0 — . 


Muirland Willie. 


ARKEN and 1 will tell you ho. . 
Young Muirland Willie came to woo, © 
Tho” he could neither ſay nor do; 
The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, whate'er betide, 
Maggy, I'ſe hae her to be my bride, 
With a fal, dal, cc. 3 


On his gray yad as he did ride, 
With durk and piſtol by his fide, 
He prick'd her on wi' meikle pride, 

Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
Out oer yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 
Till he came to her dady's door, 
With a fal, dal, Kc. 


8 quoth he, 10 ye ROE -Y 
Pm. come your doughter s love to win, 


= 12 


I care not for makiag meikle din, 
What anſwer gi“ je me? 
Kno wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 


I gi' ye my doughter's love to win, 
= :h * dal, &c. 


Now, wooer, 11 ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what town? * 
ET think my doughter winna gloom, 

On lica lad as xe. 
| The wooer be ſtep'd up the houſe, | 
And wow but he was wond'rous croule, 
5 Alb a fal, dal, &c. 
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lh have three owſen in a F : 
XZ Twa good ga'en yads, and gear enough, 
4 The place they ca” it Cadeneugh ; 

I 0 I ſcorn to tell a lie: 

XZ Beſides, I had frae the great laird, 

| A peat pat, and a fang · kail yard, 

| With a fal, dal, &c. 


The maid put e on her kirtle brown, 
| She was the braweſt in a' the town; ; * 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, = 
But blinkit bonnilie. 6 
The lover he i up in RG 


85 our love, maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o' gear; 
And for my ſell you need not fear, 


{ wo?) 
Troth try me whan ye like. | 
He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat i in his chow, 
He dighted his gab, and be pri'd her mou, 
Ht ith a fal, dal, &c. 


2 


The maiden bluſh'd and bing'd fu law, 
She had na will to ſay him na, 
But to her dady ſhe left it a, 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, 
ne ran to — dady, and tell'd him Aer, 
With a fal, dal, &c, © * 


Your dogs wad na ſay me na, 
Bu: to your ſell ſne has left it a', 
As we cou'd *gree between us wa: 
Say what'll ye gi'e me wi' her? 


Now, wooer, quo? he, I ha'e no meikle, . 
But fic's I ha'e ye's get a pickle, | E 
With a fal, dal, &c. 5 . 


A kilnfu of corn I'll gi'e to thee, —_ 
Three ſoums of ſhcep, twa good milk ky, 1 
1 Ye's ha'e the wadding dinner tree ; e £5 5 
1 _ Troth I dow do no marr. 4 wy 2 
Content, quo” he, a bargain be't. 
= far frae hame, make haſte let” 8 . 
Vith a fal, dal, &c. 


The bridal day it came to paſs, 
With many a blytheſome lad and laſs; - 


But ſicken a day there never was, 


(41) ) 
Sic mirth was never ſeen, 

| This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 

Mess John ty'd up che NP bands, 

= ith a al, dal, &&. 


A N 2 * 9 
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And our bride's maidens were na few, ; 
= Wy tap knots, lug knots, a' in blew, 
= Frae tap to tac they were braw new, | 
2 And blinkit bonnilie. | ; 


7 Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 
r bey glanced in our ladſes' een, Sa 
With a fal, aal, & c. F 3 * 


Sic hirdum, dirdum, and ſic din, 

= Wi he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 

The minſtrels they did never blia, 

Wi' meikle mirth and glee. | 1 

And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, | TY 
And ay their wames together me, f 

 Witha fal, dal, &. bs To 


-. e.. . . . ene ence eee hes $ 


The promis'd Joy. 
To the tune of, Carl an the King come. 


3 W = E NM aue meet again, Phely, 5 1 
3 When we meet again, Phely, 

= Raptures will reward our pain, 
And loſs reſult in gain, Phely. 

= Long the ſport of fortune driv'n, 
Jo deſpair our thoughts were giv'n, 


* 


1 
Our odds will all be er 'n, Phely, | 
When we meet again, Pbely. 65 
Now in dreary diſtant groves, 
Tho' we moan like turtle doves, 
Suff ring belt cur virtue proves, 
And will enhance our loves, Phely, 
When we meet ' again, Phely, Ge. 


Joy will come in a ſurpriſe, 
Till its happy hour ariſe; 
Temper well your love ſick Bas, 
For hope becomes the wiſe, Phely, 
When aue meet again, Phely, 
When vue meet again, Phely, 7 
Raptures will reward our pain, — 
And loſs reſult in gain, Pap. #5 +: 55 *. q 
44 4 eee 


To Delia, on her drawiag him to her | F ; 
; Valentine. 


nnn, ap 7; 1% 
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A 


To the Tune of, Gl/ack Ey Suſan. 


E pow'rs! was Damon then ſo bleſt, 
To fall to charming Delia's ſhare ; 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſſſt 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's far? 

Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent heav'n, 

I afk no more, for all my wiſh is giv'n. 

I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow?d the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 

1 felt and dleſt the new born · flame. 


nnn 
May ſofteſt pleaſures careleſs round her Ove; 
© May all her nights be joy, and days wig apa 


REL oe 


She drew the treaſure from her breaſt, 

That breaſt where love and graces play, n, 
O name beyond expreſſion bleſt? 
Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay, 
To be fo lodg'd! the thought i is extaſy, DET 
Who would not wiſtr in n to ly! R. 


» 


—ů———— ONO 
The Faithful Shepherd. 


To the Tune of Ault ler hu 


W* EN flow 1 1 deck the Jear, I 
E And ſporting lambkins play, | 
7 When ſpang!'d fields renew'd appear, £ Gate ad 
3 And muſick wak'd the day 
Then did my Chlee leave her bow'r, +3 L264. MM 

To hear my am'rous lay, | 
Warm'd by my love ſhe vow'd no pow? r 

 Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The wareſing! quires from ev'ry in 
surround our couch in throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, © 
To give us charge of ſongss „ 
Scenes of delight my ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
I bleſs'd, then hugꝰd my maid; © = 
I robb'd the kiſſes from her brealt, - © 
Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade... 


*» 
. 


* 1 in 


I'll never qwoo again; 
All her diſdain I mult endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 


Joy tranſporting never fais 4 = © 
To fly away as air, e = 8 
Another ſwain with her prevails . .= 2 
To be as falſe as far: 1 1 

>. : Ne 

What can my fatal paſſion care * + 


What pity ?tis to hear the boy 
11 Thus ſighing with his pain; I 
4 But time and ſcorn may give him joy. 
= To hear her ſigh again. 5 

1 Ah! fickle Chloe, be advis'd, 

| Do not thyſelf beguile. 

A faithful lover ſhould be priz'd. 
Then cure him with a ſmile. 


To Mrs. S. H. on her taking ſomething: 
ill 1 ſaid, 


To the Tune of, Hallew Eb'n. 


HY hangs that cloud upon thy brow? 
That beauteous heav'n ere while ſerene! 
Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts flow, 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean? | 
And muſt then mankind loſe that light; 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And he obſcure in endleis night, 
For each poor ſilly ſp:ech of mine? 


15 ): 

Dear child, on canl. wrong thy name; 

PV Since tis acknowledged at all hands, 3 

That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 

rhy beauty can make large amends: 

or it I durſt protanely try 

ET Thy beauty's powerful charms t' upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 

Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus every heart t' enſnare. 

- | With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And pallas with unuſual care, 

1 | bids wiſdom heighten every grace, 

Who can the. double pain endure ; 

Or who mult not reſign the field 
Io thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure _ 1 
With Cupid's bow, and Pallas“ ſhield 2 : 


1 If then to thee ſuch pow ris given, 

Let not a wretch in tormeat live, 

But ſmile, and learn to copy heaven, e 
Since we muſt ſin ere it for give. | 
Yet pitying heaven not only does | 
Forgive th' offender and th? offence, + . 
But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, + 
As the reward of penitence, _ e 


| The Broom of Condenknow 8. 


o w blyth ilk morn was I to ſee 
The ſwain come o'er the hill 
He ſkipt the burn, and flzw to me: 
I mer him with gocd will, 


„ 4 OP 
O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknowr ; 
1 wiſh 1 uere with my dear Fwain, 
With bis pipe and my ewes. 


[ neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While bis flock near me lay: 
He gather'd in my ſneep at night, 

And chear'd me a' the day. 
© the broom, &. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt ning by: 

E'en the dull cattle ſtood and gaz y 4 
Charm'd with his melody. 

O the broom, &c, 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Be:wixt our flocks and play: 5 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' ne'er ſae rich and gay. 
2 the broom, &c, 


Hard fate that I ſhouꝰd baniſh d de, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I Tov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 
"O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me every hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 

He ſtaw my heart: Cou'd I reſuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 

= © the broom, && E 


. ( 17 ) 

= My doggie, and my little kit 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 
My plzidy, broach, and crooked lick, 
May now lie uſeleſs by, 

O the broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 

= Farewel a' pleaſures there; 

77 Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſwain,- 

Is a' I crave or care, 

'O the. broom, the bonny bontny broom; 
The broom of Gowdenknows ; 

I wh I were with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, —_— 


* . 
3 To Chloe. 


Io the Tune of, I wi/h. my Love were in a Mire. 


Lovely maid ! how dear's thy pow'r ? 

"= At- once I love, at once adore : 

3 With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 
This tender lco%, theſe eyes of mine, 

4 coafeſs there am'rous maſter thine; 
| EE Theſe eyes with Strephon' s paſſion play, 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming victor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
vs never in another's pow'r, 

was never pierc'd by love before, 

Vor. I. "i 


Wy Tg, 


— 


a. 5 * — — 
= _ * 
, * 
"i 


* 
— — 
5 
py 
7 


Oh gently throb, 
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And ſoftly tell how dear J love. 


(18) 

In thee I've treaſur'd up my joy, 

Thou can'ſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy : 
And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While bliſs or miſery can move. 


o ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy charms, 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone, 
Still would J love, love thee alone. 
But, like ſome diſcontented ſhade 
That wanders where its body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from my fair, A E. 


. odmodieeduedmedie Pn ednedis ode | Þ 


Upon hearing his Picture was in Chloe's 
Breaſt. 


To the Tune of, The fourteen of Ocober. 


E gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt? 

Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart, 
too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd? 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Did thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 


And thou, bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
Ludged ſo near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 


0 19 ) 
Ungrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, 
Ingroffing all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given, 


I cannot blame thee: Were I lord 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 

On theſe cold looks that lifeleſs are, 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


\ 


'Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the filent ſhade: 
Thou can'ſt ſurpats the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart, _ 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov d, and lov'd but thee: 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 
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Song for a Serenade 


To the Tune of, The A. of Coude nu aut. 


EACH me, Chloe, how to prove 
My boaſted flame ſincere: 
*Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my care, 
B 2 


20 
Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 


To bribe my ſoul to reſt, 
Vainly ſpreads her ſilken arms, 
And courts me to her breaſt. 


Where can veenhon find repole, 
If Chloe is not there? 

For ah ! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair. 


What tho? P':qbus from on high 
Withholds his chearful ray, 
Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, | 

And give me more than day, 


L. 


. . ͤ ANBENA . 
Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning, - 


Va murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, O ye nymphs, I oftimes heard her lay, 
Tell Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 


Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms, 
Youdeceive me, forStrephon'seold heartneverwarms; 


Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 
O Sirephon! the cauſe of my mourning, 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
Down to the ſhades below, 
Fer ye let Strephon know 
That I have lov'd him fo: 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow 
T hai love was the cauſe of my mourning, 
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1 | 
Her eyes were ſcarcecloſed when strephon cameby, | 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh ; 
But finding her breathleſs, oh heavens ! did he crys 
Ab Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning. 
Reſtore me, my Chloris, ye nymphs, uſe your art, 
They ſighing, reply'd, *twas yourſelf ſhot the dart, 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs' heart, 
And kill'd the Poor Chloris with mourning. 
Ah then is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me! he ſaid; 
I'll ſollow thee, chaſte maid, 
Down to the filent ſhade, 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt | leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning, X. 


is .. peer pens knee peep ph 


To Mrs. A. H. on ſeeing her at a 
concert, 


To the Tune of, 7 he bonnief lofz i in a __ Warld. 


00K where my dead Hamilla files, 
Hamilla! heavenly charmer ; 
ze how with all their arts and wiles 
The Loves and Graces arm her. 


A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 
Fair feats of youthful pleaſures, 
There love in fmiling language ſpeaks, 
There ſpreads his roſy treaſures. 
B 3 


( 22 ) 
0 faireſt maid, I own thy pow'r, 
I gaze, I figh, and languiſh, 
Vet ever, ever will adore, 


And triumph in my anguiſh, 


But eaſe, O charmer, eaſe my care, 

And let my torments move tice ; 
As thou art faireſt of the fair, | 
So the deareſt love thee. EW 
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The Bonny Scot. 
To the Tune of, r 


E gales, that gently wave the ſea, 

And pleaſe the canny boat man, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot man: 

In haly bands 

We join'd our hands, 
Vet may not this diſcover, 

While parents rate 

A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu' lover. 


But J loor chuſe in Highland glens 2 


To herd the kid and goat——man, 3 
E'er I cou'd for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot—man, 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firit began 


( 23 ) 4 

The baſe ungenerous faſhion, RE 
Frae greedy views 
Love's art to uſe, 

While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Who pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee, 
Love gi'es the word, 
Then haſte on board, | 
Fair winds and tenty boat man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot—man, 


i 
/ 
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Scornfu' Nanſy. 
To its oaun Tune. 


ANSY's to the Green Wood gane, 
To hear the Gowdſpink chatt' ring, 
And Willie be has followed her, 
To gain her love by flatt'ring : 
But a' that he con'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and fcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bid bim mind wha gat him, 7 


4 
2 
"i 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny or my aunty ? | 
With crowdy mowdy they fed me, 
Lang kail and ranty-tanty : 

Fg ns 


(24 F) 
With bannocks of good ops meal, 
Of thae there was right plenty, 
With chapped flocks fou butter'd well 
And was not that right dainty ? 


Altho? my Ether was no laird, 
»Tis daffa to be vaunty, - 
He keepit ay a good kail yard, | 
A ha? houſe and a pantry : W 7 
A good blue bonnet on his head, | 
An owrlay *bout his cragy; y 
And ay until the day he dy'd, | Be 
He rade on good ſhanks nagy. | | 82 


Now wae and wander on your ſnout, Er 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy? 5 5 
Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, | 
A docken till a tanſie? 
I have a wooer of my ain, 
They ca? him ſouple Sandy, 
And well 1 wat his bonny mou' 
Is ſweet like ſugar - candy. 


Wow, Nanſy, what needs a' this din? 5 
Do I not ken this Sandy ? | 
I'm ſure the chief of a? his kin 
Was Rab the beggar randy: 
His minny Meg upo' her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty pack 
To me your winſome Willie? 


1 


( 25 

My gutcher left a good braid ſword, 
Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may take it on my word, 
[t is baith Rout aad truſty; 

And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

L ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna miſs to get a clout, 
I ken he diſna fear ye: 
| Sae had ye'r tongue and ſay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy ; 
= For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 


7 | | 
= Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. : 


PCC 
Slighted Nanſy. 
To the Pune of, The Kirk wad let me be, 


5 IS I have ſeven braw new gowns, 
And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a' my new gowns, 
My wooer has turn'd his back, 
Beſides I have ſeven m'lk-ky, 
And Sandy he has bur three 
And yet for a' my good ky, 
The ladie winna ha'e me. 


1 
My dady's a delver of dikes, 
My mither can card and ſpin, 
And I am a fine fodgle laſs, 
And the filler comes linkin in, 
The ſiller comes linkin in, 
And it is fou fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow! O wowt 
What ails the lads at me? 


— 


When ever our Baty does bark, 
Then faſt to the door J rin, 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 
Will light and venture but in: 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho? mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the houſe I rin; 
And a weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt pray'rs, 
I pray'd but anes i' the year, 

I with'd for a handſome young lad, 
And a Jad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt prays, 

I pray'd but now and than, 
J faſh'd na my head about gear, 
If I get a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs. 
I pray on baith night and day, 

And O! if a beggar wad come, 
With that ſame beggar I'd gae, 


1 

nd O! and what'll come o' me! 
And O! and what'll I do? 

hat fic a braw laſſie as I 

| Shou'd die for a wooer I trow, 


Lucky Nanſy. 
To the Tune of, Dainty Davie. 


| HILE fops in ſaft Italian verſe, 
Ilk fair ane's een and breaſt rehearſe, 
While ſangs abound and ſenſe is ſcarce, 
= Theſe lines I have indited: 
2 But neither darts nor arrows here, 
venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 
The maidens are delighted, | 
I was ay telling you, 
Lucky Nanſy, lucky Many, 
Auld ſprings wad ding the new, 
But ye wad never trow- me, 


Nor ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 

To ſpread upon my laſſie's cheeks; 

And ſyne the unmeaning name prefiz, 
Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis, 

I] fetch nae ſimile fra2 Jove, - 

My height of extaſy to prove, 

Nor fighing—thus—preſent my love 
With roſes eek and lillies. 
I vas ay telling you, &e., 


„reo. 
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But "I had amaiſt forgot 
My miſtreſs and my ſang to boot, 
And that's an unco faut I wat; 
But Nanſy, tis nae matter. 
Ye ſee I clink my verſe wi' rhyme, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime; 
Forby, how ſweet my nunbers.chyme, 
And ſlide away like water, 
{ was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 

Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 

Thy half ſhut een and hodling air, 
Are a' my paſſion's fewel. 

Naz ſkyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love or grace, or heaven in thee; 
Yet thou haſt charms anew for me, 

'Then ſmile, and be na cruel. 

Lees me on thy ſnawy paw, 
Lucky Nanſy, lucky. Nanſy, 
Dryeſt wood will eitheſt low, 
And Nanſy. ſae will ye now. 


Troth I have ſung the fang to you, 

Which ne'er anither bard wad do; 

Hear then my charitable yow, 
Dear venerable Nanſy 

But if the warld my paſhon wrang 

And ſay ye only live in ſang, 

Ken I deſpiſe a ſland'ring tongue, 
And ling to pleaſe my fancy, 

Leez me on thy, &c, 


(#9) 
A SCOTS CANTATA. 


The Tune after an Italian Manoer. 
Compos'd by Signior Lorenzo Bocchi. 


RECLTATIV E, | 

LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind; 

J-any took pleaſure to deny him lang; 

He thought her ſcorn came frae her heart unkind, 
Which gart him in deſpair tune up this ſang. 


AIX. 
O bonny laſſie, ſince 'tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 
I hate to live, but O I'm wae, 
And unko ſweer to die, 
Dear J-any, think what dowy hours 
I thole by your diſdain ; 
h! ſhould a breaſt ſae ſaft as yours, 
Contain a heart of ſtane? 


RE CITATIVE. 

Theſe tender notes did a' her pity move, 
With melting heart ſhe liſt'ned to the boy; | 
Yercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her love: 
He in return thus ſang his rifing joy, 


A 1 Ks 
Hence frae my breaſt, contentious care, 
Ye've tint the power to pine; 
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Te re miſtreſs, Robie, gi'es her, 


g 7 
My Jeany's good, my Jeany's fair, 
And a' her ſweets are mine. 
O ſpread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth - 
Of dear enchanting bliſs, 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth 
Gi'e heaven with ilka kiſs, 


The TOAST. 
To the Tune of, Saw ye my PEC GCE. 


Nou let's ha'e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loves nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free, 
Away with dull, Here t'ye, Sir; 


We'll drink her health wr pleaſure, - 
Wha's belov'd by thee. FE 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 


Sweet is ſhe to me. | | 
Some angel ye wad ca' her, PII 
And never with ane brawer, Zu 
If ye bare headed ſaw her Or 

Kilted to the knee. o 

5 Th 
peggy a dainty laſs is, Th 


Come let's join our glaſſes, „„ 


i 29, 
And refreſh our hauſes =. 1 
With a health to thee. N 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be Rateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and — 
Give our cares the lie. 
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Maggie's Tocher. 


To its ain Tune. 

HE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckl'd us a' the gither; 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her > 

Twa piſtols charg'd begueſs, 

To gi'e the courting ſhot ; 

And ſyne came ben the laſs, 
Wi fwats drawn frae the butt, 
e firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad g1's a bit Jand, 

We'd buckle us eben the gither. 


My doughter ye ſhall hae, 
ll gi'e her by the hand; 
But I'lF part wi' my wife by my fae, 
Or I part wi' my land, 
Your tocher it ſalt be good, 
There's nane ſhall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Crummie who kens her ſtake: 


6532) 

With an auid bedding of claiths; 

Was left me by my mither, 

They're jet black Oer wr flaes, 

Ye may cudle in them the gither. 
Ye ſpeak right well, guidman, 

But ye maun mend your hand, 

and think o' modelly, 

Gin ye'll not quat your land: 

We are bat young, ye ken, 

And now we're gaw'n the gither, 

A houſe is but and ben, 

And Crummie will want her fother... 

The bairns are coming on, 

And they'll cry, O their mither! 

We have nouther pat nor pan, 

But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good en 
For that ye need na fear, 
Twa good ſtilts to the pleugh, . 
And ye your ſell maun ſteer; . 
Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks 
That anes were o' the tweel, 
The ane to had the grots, 
The ither to had the meal: 
With an auld kiſt made of wands, 
And that fall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 
And that may had your tocher. 


> mJ 


C). 
Conſider well, goodman, 

We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 

Is Sandy Wilſon's mare: 
The ſadle's nane of my ain, 

And thae's but borro d — + 3 
And whan ' that 1 gae hame, b 1 2 


I maua take to my coot : 


The cloak is Geordy wks M6 $; ' oval of! 


That gars me look 4 ge 971 
Come fill us a cog of ſwats, 
We'll make na mair toom rufe. 5 

I like you well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
I married when little 1 nw 
O' gear that was my ain. * e 
But fin that things are PA ad 2 
The bride ſhe maun come furt, 
Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll hae, 
Il be but little worth; © - 
A bargain it maun be,- 
Fy cry on Giles the mither: 
Content am I, quo? ſhe, © 
E'en gar the hiſſiè come hither,” 
The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 
The bridegroom: he: TY 3 
The fidler erap in at the fit, 
An' they eudl'd it a halls 5 
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To the tune-of, Blink over the burn, Avi Bot. 


Eave kindred and- friends, ſweet Betty, 
Leave kindred and . for me: 
Aſſur'd thy ſervant is Reddy 1 
To love, to honour, and * 
The gifts of nature and fortune 
May fly by chance as they came; | 
; They're groundsthe deſtinies ſport on, 52070 
But virtue is ever the ſame. 5 


Altho my fancy were rov ing 
Thy charms ſo heav'nly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, 1 
Id worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſſiou'd life's ſorrows embitter 
The pleaſure we b i 
To ſhare them together is fitter, | 
Than moan aſunder, like doves, - 


Oh! were I but once ſo bl: ſſed, A N 
To graſp my love in my arms! 
By the to be graſp'd! and kiffed FF "| © 
And live on thy heaven of charms z; 1 
d laugh at fortune's caprices, © th 
Shon'd fortune capricious provez - 
'Tho' death ſhou'd tear me to pieces, 
ld dic a martyr to love. 5 


. 
8 ONO G 


To the tune ath Te bywny gray MY warning. 


Eleſtial muſes, tune your eres; 
Grace all my raptures with your ge, | 
Charming, enchanting Kate inſpires, a 
In lofty ſounds her beauties praiſe: 
How undeſigning ſhe diſplays i: = 
such ſcenes as raviſh with delight: 
Tho' brighter than mexidian ruyͤ s, 
They dazzlz not, bar pleaſs the bt. A. Hand 


Blind god, give this, chis only dart, e ot 
Fneither will nor can her harm ooo 207 
I'would but gently touch her heart, 


And try for once if thut ton'd harm. 

Go, Venus, uſe your fabtite wille 

As ſie is beauteous, make her kind, | | 
Let all your graces round her ſmile 2. 
And ſeoth her till 1 comfort find. 2 * 


When thus, by yielding, Fm cerpaid. 
And all my anzious cares remov'd, 
In moving notes L'il tell the maid; 
With what pure laſting flames I lov'd. 
Then ſhall alternate life and death, 
My raviſh'd flatt'ring foul poſſeſs, 
The ſofteſt tend'reſt things Pl-breatht /n, 
Betwixzt each am'rous _ careſs o. 


(36) 


S ON G. 


To the tune of, The broom of Cowdenknows. 


* to the pow'r of love, 
By Nell's reſiſtleſs charms, 
The fancy fixt no more can rove, 
Or fly ſoft love's earns. | 


Gay Damon had hs Nil to * 

All traps by Cupid laid, 

Until his freedom was undone - 
By Nell the CO maid. 


But who can land che arcs of WH 
When ſhe reſolves to kill ? FH 
Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 
And wound us with. our will, 


& 0 happy Damon, happy fair, 
* What Cupid has begun, 
May faithful Hymen take a care 


To ſee it fairly done. 


i. 9:43 


SONG 
To the tune of, Logan Water. TY 
Vitas hinnuleo me fimilis, Chloe. 3 , 


E L L me, Hamilla, tell me why | 

Thou doſt from him that loves the run? 
Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


j4 


So flies the fawn, with fear opprefi'd, 
Seeking its mother ev'ry where, 
It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt,” 
And trembles when no danger's near. 315 


And yet ] keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face, 
Not with a hateful ſtep purſue, | 
As age to rifle every gras .. 


5 Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, eeaſe to toy, 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, ; 

And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave mama's arms, -and come to mine. W. 


C 3 


1 
A-South-Sea Sang. 
Tune of, For eur lang biding bere. 
7 HEN we came to London town, 
We dream'd of gowd in gowpens here, 
And rantingly ran up and down, | 
In riſing Racks to buy a flair: 
We daftly thought to row in rowth, 
But for our daffin pay'd right dear; 
The lave will fare the war in trouth, 
For our lang biding here. 


But when we find . toom, 
And daiaty ſtocks began tofa, © © 
We hang en e Nay UA es 
Girn'd at ſtockjobbing ane and a'. 
If ye gang near the South- Sea houſe, 
The whiliy wha's will grip ye'r gear, 
| _. Synea' the lave will fare the war, 
Por our lang biding here. 


— ner honoree et ee 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart, | 
I paſs the day in pain, 
When night returns I feel the ſmart, 
And with for thee in vain, 
I· m ſtarving cold, while thou art warm: 
Have pity and incline, 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 
ing petticoat of thine, 
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Wo 1 9 890 
My raviſh'd fancy in amaze, 


Still wanders o'er thy charms,\ 
Deluſive dreams ten-thouſand ways, 
Preſent-thee to my arms. Pp le 
-But waking think what I endure, 

While cruel you decline _ ps: 5 
Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 

This panting breaſt of mine. 


4 faint, I fail, and wildly 1 rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny _ 
The juſt reward that's due to love, 
Andſ let true paſſion die. 
Oh! turn and let compaſſion ſeize _ 
That lovely breaſt of thine; _ 
Thy petticoat cou'd give me eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 2 | 
That beauteous form of thine, _ 


And thowrt too good its law to flizke, 


By hind'ring the deſign. 
May all the pow'rs of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 


A 4 
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Love 1 inviting Reaſon, 
48 ON G to 45 tune of, e ma ae 2 
ne duce: ſtar ame, 1444444 PR 
HE x innocent paſtime o our 'pleature did bi 
3 crown, 2 
Upon a green meadow, or Ander 2 tree, wy 
E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe ? q 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, E. 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a. Jee; — 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and can y, * No 
And favour thy Jamie who:doats upon thee. 
on 


Does the death of a Tintwhite give Annie the ſplech? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? © 
Can lap dogs and monkies draw tears frae theſe een, * 
That look with indifference on poor dying me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiſu Annie, | 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; FP 
O!] as thou art bonny, be prudent and cany, 
And think on thy Jamie who doats upon thee. 
Ah! ſhou'd a new manto or Flanders lace head, 
Or yet a wee cottie, tho' never ſo fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetfus, and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'er fleegeries to me; 
.O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and cany, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon tate, 


( 48?) | 
Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sandy, | 
Tho' gilt o'er wr laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim-at theſe beniſons promis'd to me? 
Rouie up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and cany, 
Love only thy Jamie who doats upon thee, 


o! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
E'er.tquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had power 
To rival my love and impoſe upon the. 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a' center d in me; 
O!] as thou art bonny, be faithfu* and cany, 
And love him wha's langing to center in thee. . 


vor ee. 


The Bob of Dumblane. 


Aſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 

And I'll lend you my thripling kamae 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of your trunkies, 
Buſk ye bra w, and dinna think ſhame; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane. 


Be frank, my laſſi:, leſt I grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again. 


( 42 ) 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle, 
Ye did not accept of the Bob of Pumblane. 
The dinner, the piper, and. prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowy with lying my lane, 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of . * 


3 


— — 


To the tune of, I 1 my es 8 | | p 


ooo dRhpees 


B * ght Cynthia's power divinely great, 
What heart is not obeying? ? T 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, | 

And in her eyes are playing. 


She ſeems the queen of love to reign; 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes E 
Sach ſweets as beſt-can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes. | 4 
Her face a charming proſpeck brings, = 
Her breath gives balmy bliſſe ss : 
hear an angel when ſhe fings, *' : | 
And taſte ef heaven in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, = oi aq | 
From nature's richeſt treaſure: 5: = | 


Let me the other ſenſe employ, OS Ig 
And I ſhalt diewithpleafure, © 3 


z 


4.63 
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To the tune of, 7 Jed bonny Lady. 


in, 


?ELL me, tell me, charming creature, 1 
Will you never eaſe my pain? 
- Muſt 1 die tor ev'ry ſeature? | 
Muſt I always love in vain? 
The deſire of admiration, © 
Is the pleaſure you pur ſue; 
Pray thee, try a laſting paſſion, 
Such a love as mine tor you, 


Tears and Gghing could not move you; - 
For a lover ought to dare: 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far, 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming 12 
Will my dear be fickle ſtill ? 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 
Let their Haves be what hey. Will. 


Jour neglect with torment falls me, 
And my deſp' rate thoughts increaſe 3 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, | 
You will have a lover leſs, - | 
if your wand'ring.heart is beating 
For new lovers let it be: | 
But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a day, and fix on me. 


2 > 64. 


4 44 
The R EP Lx. 


N vain, fond youth; thy tears give ober; 
What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore ') 
All are not happy that are true, | 


Suppreſs thoſ- ſighs, and weep no more: 
Should heaven and earth with thee combine, - 
*Twere all in vain, fince any power, 
To crown thy love muſt alter mine. 


But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 
III ſooth the ills I cannot cure, 
Tell that I drag a hopeleſs chain, + 
And ell that I inflict endure, | 


The Roſe in Yarrow, | 3 
ro the tune of, Mary Scot, 


was ſummer, and the day was tar, 
- Reſolv'da while to fly from care, 

Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 
1 wander'd o'er the braes of Yarrow, _— 

Till then deſpifing beauty's power, | ; 
'T kept my heart, my own ſecure; 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlꝛve me. 


38 2 =O 


«x . & a n. 


Will love no bribe receive? 
No ranſome take for Mary's ſlave? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely fmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, | 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 1 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 3 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. | 


Had I of heaven but one requeſt, 
Id aſk to lie on Mary's brealt; 
here would I hve or die with pleaſure, 3 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure 25 
Deſpiſing kings and all that's great, 
I'd ſmile at courts and courtiers fate; 
My joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with me and live on Yarrow, . 


But though ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould ain, «hy 
Contented Rill I-II wear my chain, | 

In hopes my faithful heart may move her; 
For leaving life I U always love her. 

What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? 

That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 

And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow. C. 


1 


Ln 
The laſt tice I came. o'er. the. Moor, 


TH E laſt time I came o er the moor, 
left my love behind me, 3 

Ye pow'rs! what pain do 8 endure; 8 

When ſoft ideas mind we? , 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay "= 

The beaming Gay — 7 5 

T met betimes my lovely mai. 

In fit retreats for wooing. . ; 


\ 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting; Yon 
We kiſs'd and proms'd time away, _ 
Till night fpread her black cartains. 
Lpitied all beneath the ſkies, s, 
Ev'n kings when ſhe was nigh me; 8 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, | 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cant os roar; 5 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; ies 

Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, | 
Where dangers may ſurround me: bh : 

Yet hopes again to ſee my love, od ah 
To feaſt on glowing kiffes, 

Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. | 


3 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter: 


© 47 ) | | „ 

Since ſhe excels in every = | | 

In her my love ſhall center. 

Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall:cover;. 

On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow; 
Before I ceaſe bs love her. 1 


The next time g 6 er the moor 

She ſhall a lover find me; ; 
And that my faith is firm and pore, N 

Tho! I left her behind me; . 
Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 

My heart to her fair boſom, 1 
There, while my being does remain, 

My love more freſh ſhall-blofſom. 
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The Laſs of Peaty's MH. 


"LH laſs of Peaty's mill 
So bonny, blyth and gar. 
In ſpite of all my kill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away, . 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did pla. 
And wanton'd in her een, 


Her arms, white, od and foot, 
Breaſts rifing | in their daun. FE - BA 
To age it would give youth, Tz 
Jo preſs em with his hand. 


nm. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran ps NI 
An exta'iy of bliſs, 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 

Wrapt in a balmy kiſs, 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 

| She did her ſweets impar . 
W hen e'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil' d. 

Fl Her looks they were ſo mild, 

=. Free from affected pride, K 

110 She me to love beguil'd,. AY 1254 
1 wiſh'd her for my e ol 


O had I all that eta 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, * 
Inſur'd long life and- health, 2 8 $oaennnd 
And pleaſures at my unf WY W 
Id promiſe. and fulfil-- 
That none but bonny the, 2 
The laſs of Peaty's mill, | 
Shou'd ſhare the ſ4me wi” aol 


V 
T 
T 
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The yellow hair'd Laddie, | 


FP A . when primroſes paint the ſweet lain. 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain: 
The yellow hair'd Laddie would often-times go 


To wil's and deep plens, where the. haw thorn: 
trees grow, 


495 7 

There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn: 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and enchanting a ſound, 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen dane around. 


4 


The ſhepbira thus ſung, 1 young Maya be fair; 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfuꝰ proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 
Her breath like the n er . bare. 


That Madie in all the an of wa youth; 
Like the moon Was 5 — — never ſ] 
true ll nom Ti = a | 
But Sufie was faithful, noo: FIR and a fee, gl 
And fair as the a per who ſprung on haves — FA 


2 
> 
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That mama's fine daughter with al her gre 
| dow'r, 
Was aukwardly-airy; 10 meg bene urea 
Then, fighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


— KK ken non hn hon honor hee hone hn hehe hone hen bn nee 


Bonny 2 E AN. 

OVE's goddeſs i in a myrile grove, wT. net 

Said, Cupid, bend your bow with ſpecd, N55 
Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, | 
| For Jeany's haughty heart mult bleed, 
The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 

Vor. I, D 


* 


Her yielding bluſnes ſhew no care, 


| Surgprivng charms in d 3 


He moves as light as fleeting wind, 


64 5% 0 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 
And kill'd bo pride of bongy Jean, 


No more the nymph, with haughty air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind addreſs; 


But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs, 
No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
While every day he ſpies ſome new 


A thouſand nn crowd his breaſt, > 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 


Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 


The glorious fields of war look mean; 


The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his wor _ | 


The day he ſpends i in am'rous gaze, 
Which even in ſummer:ſhorten'd/ſeems g++ - 
When ſunk in downs, with glad amaze, 

He wonders at her in his dreams, | 
All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright þ 
Than Troy's prize, the Spartan queen, 

With breaking day, he lifts his ſight, 

And pants to be with bonny Jean, 


\ 


Throw the Wood Laddie. 


Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn F 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 

When naething cou' d pleaſe me: 

Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 

Or throw the wood, laddie, ba Boy ebene, 


| Tho! woods noware Lenny * caoraingrare on, 
While lay rocks are ſinging, * + 


And primroſes-ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye nor my OY 1 
When throw the vnd. laddie, e eee 


That Lam forſaken A ſpare not to tell: 
I'm faſh'd wi? their ſcorning, 5 
Baith evening and morning; 

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 

When throw the wood, laddie, I wander * gel. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, | IE 
Haſte hame to thy marrow, c 
Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, | 
When throw the wood, RT! BEE dance, lang, i 
and * 5 Be 


*.* 6 
Down the burn Dary. in 


WII N trees did bud, and fields were green, 

And broom bloom'd fair to tee; 

When Mary was compleat fifteen, 

And love laugh'd in her eye: 

Blyth Davy's blinks her heart did move 5 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, © 


Gang down the burn, Davy, love, 


And I ſhall N thee. 


Now Pavy did each Jad ſurpaſs 


That dwelt on this burn fide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 
Her cheeks were roſie, red and white» 
Her een were bonny blue; 
Her tooks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 


What tender tales they ſaid ! 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her bofom play'd ; 

Till baith at length impatient * 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down; 
Love only ſaw the reſt, 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, rie play. 
And naething ſure unmeet; 


* 


(#83- 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, * 
They lik'd a 'wawk ſae ſweet; | 

And that they aften ſhould return - 
Sic pleaſure to renew, 


Quoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. 


$44$5$$4$46$5000540$0000$500$0400 
. Dumtbarton's Drums. 


Umbarton's Drums beat bonny—0O, 
When they mind me ot uy dear Jan 
How happy am I. : 
When my ſoldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſ-s- his Annie 01 3 
»Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me — 0, of 
For his graceful looks do iavite me—0 : : 
While guarded in bis ams, N 
I'll fear no wars alarms, : 
Neither danger nor death ſhall e'er r me—O. 


Xn 


My love is a e., laddie—0, 4 

Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaud o: : 
Tho' commiſſioas are dear, Is 
Yet I'll buy bim one next year? 

For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie 0. 

A ſoldier has honour and bravery—0, 

Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—- 0: 
He minds no other thingnhngg 
But the ladies or the king; 

For every thing elſe is but liverg—0, x 

D 3 


EE 
Then Il be che captain's lady O; 5 
Farewell to ny friends and my daddy -o; 
Fll wait no more at home, | 
But I'll follow with the drum, 
And whenever that beats Pl be do. 4 
Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny—O, | 
They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny—0: 
How happy ſhall I be, © aa 
When on my ſoldier's knee, 
And he kiſſcs and bleſſes h's Annie—O ! 


Auld lang ſyne. ” 


Hould avld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho! they return with ſcars? 
[Theſe are the noble hero's Jot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars: 
Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, | 
And make me once again as bleſt, 
4s I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thouſand Cupids play, 
Whilſt thro' the groves I walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay: 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As * did lang ſyne. 


43 55 5 
peſpiſe the court and din of ſtare; 12 


Let that to their ſhare fall, 

Who can eſteem ſuch flav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball : 

But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 


We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 


As we did lang ſyne. 


O'*er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, | 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace : 
And in a vacant" rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 
We'll make the hours run fmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero pleas'd with the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of gen'rous love, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above: 

Next day, with conſent and glad haſte, 
Th' approach'd the ſacred ſhrine: 

| Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 

And put them out of pine, 


- = 


Ov n your defire—own your deſire, 


be : 
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The Laſs of Liuegſlon. 


Ain'd with her fahtins; Jamie? 8 PROM 
Bell dropt a tear Bell dropt a tear, 
The gods deſcende d from above, 


Well pleas'd to hear — well pleas'd to hear, 


They heard the praiſes of the youth 
From her own tongue—from her own — 
Who now. converted was to truth, | 
And thus ſhe 88 thus ihe 3 


Bleſt days when our inge nuous ſex, | 
More frank and kind—more ſrank and kind, - 
Did not their lov'd adorers vek 
But ſpoke their mind but ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd ſair, 
Wou'd he return—wou'd he return, 
She ne er again wou'd give hin care, 
Or cauſe him mourn—or cauſe him mourn. 
Why lov'd 1 thee, deſerving ſwain, ey 
Yer ſtill thought ſhame—yet ſtill e ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 
To own my flame—to own my flame? 
Why took I pleaſure to torment, | 
And ſeem too coy—and ſeem too coy ? 2? 
Whieh makes me now, alas! lameat 
My lighted jo: — my lighted. joy. 


Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 


(0) - 
while love's young pow'r with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire — fans up the fire, 

O do not with a ſilly pride, 

or low deſign or low defi gu, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, , 
But anſwer pain —but anſwer pain, 8 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd hee crime, | 
With flowing eyes — with flowing eyes, 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 

With ſweetfurpriſe—with fweet ſurpriſe, 

Some god had led him to the grove; | 
His mind unchang'd—his mind unchang#d, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

I am reveng'd-—l am reverg'd! 


eee ; 
Peggy, I muſt lore thee. 


S from a rocb paſt all relief, 
The — Colin — | SHES, 

His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, b 

Half funk in waves, and dying: 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe ; 
New hope ſprings up. he lifts bis eyes 

With joy, and waits her motion. 


do who by her bor 101 lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted: 


K 


Thus droopt 1, till diviner grace Pa 
1 found in Peggy's mind and face: T | 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, + Zu 
But virtue more engaging. Ss a4] 
Then now ſince happily I've hit, N No 
I'll have no more delaying; 
4 Let beauty yield to manly wit, kN W] 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: | J 
3 I'll haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, SEES 6. 
1 Since marriage can my fears oppoſe; ' | 
\ Why ſhou'd we happy minutes loſe, © EW: 
F Since, Peggy, I mult love thee, : 
Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 
To figh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on proud beauty: 
'Such was my-caſe for many a year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 
Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, -. Ane 
Since Peggy's far outſhines them. &: 9] 0 
— pen hho duh pen pep —— er 
| | Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray. 
—_ | | 7/29 
f FN Beflſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
3 : They are twa bonny laſſes, 
bh They bigg'd abower in yon burn bra. 


1 | And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes. 


190 


iir Beſſy Bell L. ioo d yeſtreen, 


And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky-een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair” s like a nat og 1 
She ſmiles like a . my 

When Pkebus farts from Thetis“ Jap, 
The hills with rays aderning: 

White is her neck, ſaft is her band, 
Her weſte and feet's fu” genty; 


With ilka grace ſhe.can command; 


Her lips, O-wow ! they're dainty, 


And Mary's locks are like a-craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances; 
e's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, - 
She kills whene'er ſhe dance: 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is: 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


bear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

| Ye unco ſair oppreſs us; 

Our fancies jee between the twa, - 

Ye are ſic bonny laſſes: 

Waes me ! for baith-I canna get, 

To ane by law we're ſtented; 

Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with one contented. 5 


t&) 


PH never leave thee.” 


| 7 0 N N F. | 
To tor ſeven years and mair, honour ſhow 
reave me, £ 

To fields where-cannons rair, thou — na sien 
: thee t 
For deep in my ſpirits hs fweets are dente; 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted! 
Leave thee, leave thee, Fl never leave thee, 
"Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me, 


— - E 1 L r . 

O Jonny, I'm: jealous whene'er you diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye I turn a looſe rover; 
And nought4* the warld wad vex my heart ſairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer, 
*Grieve me, grieve me, oh, it wad grieve me! 
A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 

ZONMNYT, | 
My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye, 


For, while my blood's warm, TH kindly careſs ye, 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted love's fire, 


Your virtue and wit make it aye flame the higher, 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, _ 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


VE L Lr. | 
Then, Jonny, 1 frankly.this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me tros 


ye: 


Re: 


( 61 * 
And gin ye prove fauſe, to yer ſel} be it ſaid then,” 
Ye'll win but ſmaꝰ honour to wrong 2 kind maiden, 
Reave me, reave me, heav*ns! it wou'd reave me 
of my relt night and w_ it unn me. 


Bid ets vue er bow gauds on the 8d y. 
And fair ſunmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey 5e, 
But never till that time, believe Ell betray ye, 
Leave thee, leave thee, Il never leave thee; 
The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins ere 1 deceive 

thee. 12 | 


A — —„—„—b 


6 My deary, if you die. 2.646 al 
4 12 never more ſhall give me pain, WY 
| My fancy's fix d on the: 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's ſo true to me: 
J Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou die. 


#-> $$ Þ =ÞS 7 


Il fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, - + + * 

How ſhall I lonely ſtray? _ | 1 
ln dreary dreams the night I'll waſte, | 

In ſighs the ſilent day. 


roy 


(& ) 
I neer can ſo much virtue find, 


Nor ſuch perfection ſee: 
T hen Il} renounce all woman kind, 


My Peggy, after thee, 


No new blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage, 


But thine which can ſuch ſweets 1 impart, 5 


Muſt ail the world engage. 
»Twas this that like the morning ſun 
Gave j Joy and life to me; 
And when its deſtin'd day is done, 


With Peggy let me die. 


Ye powers that finite on virtuous love, 

And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare; 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair, 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; - 

Oh ! never rob them from thoſe arms : 7 


Pm loſt if Peggy Ge, 


ee eee eee dated 


My Jo Janet. 


þ hes EE T Sir, for your courteſie, © 
When you come by the Baſs then, 
For the love you bear to me, | 


Buy me a keeking glaſs then, 


. 


14 
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Keck into the draw-well, 


Fanety Janet; © 
And there yell ſee ye'r bonny ſell, 
My jo Janet. © 


Keeking in the draw-well clear, 
What it I ſhou'd fa* in, | 

Syne a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 
I drown'd my fell for fin, 

Had the better be the brace, 

Fanet, Fanet; 
Had the better be the brace, 
My jo Janet. 


Good sir, for your courteſie,  _ 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 


For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 
Janet, Janet; + 
Ae pair may gain ye ha a gear, 
My jo Janet, | 


Bit what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping like a mawking, 
If they ſhould ſee my clouted ſhoon, 
Of me they will be l 
Dance ay laigh, and late at c en, 
Janet, Janet; 
ne 4 their fauts will not be ſeen, 
My 520 Janes. 


* 


* 
Fr 


EY (6 Y 

Kind Six, for your courteſie, .- © 1 

When ye gae to the corſe then Fi 
For the love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a pacing horſe then. 
Pace up your ſpinning wheel, 

Janet, Janet; Zak 

Pace upo your ſpinning wheel, 


My jo Janet. ; 
My ſpinning-wheel is auld and ſliff, 
The rock o t winna ſtand, Sir, F 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, | 
Employs aft my hand, Sir, 
Male the beſt ot that ye can, G 
Janet, Janet | 1 
But like it never wale a man. 7 
My jo Janet. 4 0 F 
ra-. * 
Auld Rob Morris. B 
| H 
MIT H E 3 1 
Uld Rob Morris that wins in yon glen, 80 
He's the king of good fellows, and wale of 
auld men, . 
Has four ſcore of black ſheep, and fourſedre too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo, 
Te 


D 2 & * 
Ha'd your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 
For his eild and my eild can never agree: 
They'il never agree, and that will be ſeen; 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fiſteen. 


6 
EMITHE R. Se 
Ha'd your rolls; doughter, and lay by your prid 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride: 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and kiſs ye tao; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun Ibo... 


„ D 
Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 
His a it ſticks ont like ony peet creel, 
He's out ſhin'-j, in-knee'd, and ringle-ey'd too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man Lll ne er loo, 


co 


WITH E RX. * 
Though auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 
Vet his auld brais it will buy a new pan; 
Then daughter ye ſhouldna be ſo ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


mg r 

But auld Rob Morris I never. will hae, 

His back is ſae (tif, and his beard is grown gray: 
I had titter die chan live wi' him a year; 

dae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear. 


of. | 


. 


To the tune of, Come kiſs with me, come _ 
5 avith AE &c, 


P. FE CY. | 
BM Jocky blyth, for what thou'ſt done; 


There is nae help nor — ; 
Vor. I. | E 


( 66 ) 
For thou haſt jogg'd me out of tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending, = 
My mither fees a change on me, 
For my complexion daſhes, 
And this, alas! has been with thee- 
So late among the raſhes, 


e 
My Peggy, what I've ſaid I'll do, 
To free thee frae her ſcouling; 
Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let's be fooling. 
For her content I' inſtant wed, 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll-try a feather bed, 
'Tis ſafter than the raſhes, 


| PEG GT. 
Then, Jocky, fince thy love's ſo true, 
Let mither ſcoul, I'm eaſy: 


Bae lang's F live I ne'er ſhall rue 


For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 
And there's my hand T's ne er complain: 
Oh! well's me on the raſhes; 
Whene' er thou likes I'll do't again, 
And a fig for a' their claſhes, 
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The young Laird and Edinburgh Katy. 
OW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 


(: 67 ) 

My miſtreſs in her tartan ſkreen, 

Fow bonny, braw and ſweet, my jo. 

My dear, quoth I; thanks to the night; 
That never wilh'd a lover iil, 

since ye're out of your mither's fight, 
Let's take a wauk up to the hill, 


O Katy, wiltu' gang wi me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while; 
The bloſſom's tprouting fras the tree, 
And à' the ſummer s gaw'n to ſmile: 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The bleeting lambs, and whiſtling hynd, 
In ika dale, green, ſhaw and park, 
Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r mind.. 


Soon as the clear goodman of day, 
Bends his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn fide and play, 
And gather flow'rs to buſk ye'r brow, 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, 

The lacken gowans frae the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And iport upo the velvet fog, 


There's up into a pleafant glen, . 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
-+ Acanny, fair and flow'ry den, | 
Which circling birks have form'd a bow'r: 
J. When cer the fun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove,. 
Theny will I lock thee in mine arm, 
and love e and! kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


( 68 ) 
Katy's Anſwer. 


V mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
Tho' ſne did the ſame before o me; 
I canna get leave 
To look to my loove, 
Or elſe ſhe'II be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad T take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher;, | 
Then Sandy, ye'll fret, | 

And wyte ye'r poor Kate, | 
Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. | | 
For though my father has plenty, 
Of filler and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco ſweer, 1 
To.twin wi” his gear: 1 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 4 


Tutor my parents wil aeg. 
Be wylie in ilka motion; 0 
Brag well o' ye'r land, 8 
And there's my leal hand, | 8 
Win them, I'll be at your devotion, H 
| * 
K 


AEN. 
E 


3 
Tarry Woo. 
L 

ARRY woo, tarry woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 
Card it well, card it well, 
Card it well ere ye begin, | 
When *cis carded, row'd and ſpun, 
Then the work is haflens done; 
But when woven, dreſt and clean, 
It may be cleading for a queen, 

Sing, my bonny harmleſs ſheep, 
That feed upon the mountains ſeep, 
Bleeting ſweetly as ye go 
Through the winter's froſt and ſnow, 
Hart and hynd and fallow deer, 

No be haf ſo uſeful ave; _ 
Frae kings to him that hads the plow, 


Are all oblig'd to tarry woo, 
Sh: 


Up ye ſhepherds, dance and ſkip, 
O'er the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praife of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too: 
Harmleſs creatures without blame, 
That clead the back and cram the wame, 
Keep us warm and hearty fou; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo, 
| IV. 
How happy is a ſhepherd's life, 
Far frae courts and free cf ſtrife, 
E 3 


[l ©) 4 
While the gimmers bleet and bas © 2 
And che lambkins anſwer mae: 
No fuch muſick to his car, | 
Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent, and colly too, 


Well defend the tarry woo. 
30; 


He lives content and envies none, - 
Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho? he the royal ſceptre ſways, 

Has not ſwe*ter holy days, 

Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſhepherd fings ſae well; 
Sings ſae well, and pays his due, 
With } onelt heart and tarry woo. 


Che Ge . .. . e. 


Buttery May. 
| 4, 
N yonder town there wins a May, 
Snack and perfyte as can be ony, 
She is ſac jimp, ſae gamp, ſae gay, 
Sae capernoytie, and ſae bonny: 
She has been woo'd and loo'd by monys 
But ſhe was very ill ro win; 
She wadna hae him except he were bonny : 
Tho' he were ne'er ſo noble a kin. 
"th 
Her bonnyneſs has been forefeen 
-In ilka town baith far and near, 
And when ſhe kirns her minny 's kirn 
she rubs her face un it grows clear; 


mJ 


PW. 
But when her-minny ſhe did perceive 5 
Sic great inlack amang the butter, 3 
Shame fa' that filthy face of thine, 1 9 4 
'Tis criſh that gars your grunzie glitter. 
There's Dunkyſon, Davyſon, Robie Carniel, 
The Laſs with the petticoat dances right well, 
Sing Stidrum, Stouthrum, Suthrum, Stony, 
An ye dance ony mair, we'ſe tell meſs Jonny, 
Sing, Ge. 


e 
Johany Faa, The n Laddie. 


I. 
THE ba came to our + goa lord's gate, kf 
And wow but they ſang ſweetly; * 
They ſang ſae ſweet, and ſae very compleat, 
That down came the fair lady. 
b II. 
And ſne came tripping down the fair, 
And a' her maids before her; 
As ſoon as they ſaw her well-far'd face, 
They cooſt the glammar o'er her. 
„ 
Cay tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a pladie, | 
For if kith and kin, and a* had ſworn, 
I'll follow the gypſie laddie. 
IV. | 
reſtreen 1 lay in a well-made bed, 
And my good lord beſide me; 
This night I'll ly in a tenant's barn, 
Whatever ſba)l betide me. 
S 4 - 


TT 


Come to your bed, —_ Jonny Fas, 
Oh come to your bed, my deary; 


For I vow and ſwear, by the hilt of my ſword, _ 
T hat your lord ſhall nae mair come near ye. 


3 
I'll go to bed to my Jonny Faa, 
I'l go to bed, to my deary; 
For I vow and ſwear by what paſt yeſtreen, 


That my lord ſhall nae mair come near me. 


| VII. 

I'll make a hap to my Jonny Faa, 

And I'll mak a hap to my deary, 
And he's get a' the coat gaes round, 

And my lord ſhall nae mair came near me. 

* 

And when our lord came hame at een, 

And ſpeir'd for his fair lady, 
The tane ſhe cry'd and the other reply'd, 

She's away with the gypſie laddie. 

IX. ö 

SGae ſaddle to me the black black ſeed, 

Gae ſaddle and make him ready; 
Before that I either eat or ſleep, 

** gae ſeck my fair lady. 

X. 

And we were fifteen well mals men, 

Altho' we were nae bonny : 
And we were a' put down for ane, 

A ſair young wanton lady. 


db 


Bl 


if 


Andro aud his cutty Gun. 


FIL Y TH, blyth, blyth was ſhe, 
B Biyth was ſhe butt and ben; 
And we'l ſhe loo'd a Hawick gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
Che took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawing free; 
But, cunuing carling that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 
| II. 
we loo'd the liquor well enough; 
But waes my heart my caſh was done, 
Before that I had quench'd my drowth, 
And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon. 
When we had three times toom'd our ſoup, 
And the neiſt chappin new begun, 
In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 
Young Andro with: his cutty gun. 
II. 
The carling brought her kebbuck ben, 
With girdle-cakes well toaſted brown, 
Well does the canny kimmer ken, 
They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down, 
We ca'd the bicker-aft about; 
Till dawning we ne'er jee d our bun, 
And the cleaneſt drinker out, 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 
| ENG 
He did like ony mavis ſing, 
And as I in his cxter fat, 


( 7% 3 
*He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
And mony a ſappy kiſs I gat. 


1 hae been eaſt, 1 hae been etl, | = bk 

hae been far ayont the ſun ; 

But the blytheſt lad that e er I ſaw, An 

Was Andro with his cutty gun. 4 

, 

* „. 

| Ob 

The bonny Earl of Murray. 
—_ T, = Ix 
| If ; E Highlands and ye Lawlands, 
ll Oh ! where have you been ? n 


They have ſlain the Earl of Murray, 
And they laid him on the green! 
They have, &c. | | 


II. 
Now wae be to thee, Huntly, 
And wherefore did you ſae? | 
I bade you bring him wi' you, þ 1 
But forbade you him to ſlay, 
Bade, &c. 2 85 "= 
00 I 
He was a braw gallant, 
And he rid at the ring; : | Al 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, chan 
Oh! he might have been a king. i 
And the, &c e 
IV. ; 
He was a braw gallant, - * 


And he play'd at the ba“: 


ZB And the bonny Earl of Murray 
9 Was the flower amang them @' 
And the, KC, | 


9 
. 
He was 4 braw gallant, | 
And he play'd at the glove: hs 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, ; * 
Oh! he was the queen” s love. 
Ard the, &c. 
gh VI, 
ob! lang will his lady 
Look o'er the caſtle Down, 
Fer ſhe ſee the Earl of Murray 
Come ſounding thro” the town, 


F'er ſhe, &c. 


NN a 4 a cate} - r 


There Gowans are gay. 


| 1. 4 
T HERE gowans are gay, my joy 
There gowans are gay; 

They gar me wake when Fhou'd ſleep, | 
The firſt morning of May, 
A. 
About the fields as I did paſs, 
There gowans are gay; 
Lchanc'd to meet a proper laſs, 
The firſt morning of . 
III. 
Right buſy was that bonny maid, 
There gowans are gay; 
[ halſt her, ſyne to her I faid, 
The firſt morning of May: 


IV. 
© lady fair, what do you here? 
There gowans are gay; 


Gathering thedew, what need ye ſpeir? 


The ficlt morning of May 
V. 


The dew, quoth I, what can that mean | 


There gowans are gay: 


Quoth the, to waſh my miſtreſs clean, 


The firſt morning of May. 
VI. 
I aſked farder at her ſyne, 
There gowans are gay, 
Gif to my will ſhe wad incline ? 
The firſt morning of May. 
| F119, | 
She ſaid, her errand was not there, 
Where gowans are gay; 
Her maidenhead on me to ware, 
The firſt morning of May, 
„„ 
Then like an arrow frac a bow, 
There gowans are gay: 
She ſkift away out o'er the know, 
The firſt morning of May. 
IX. 
And leſt me in the garth my lane, 
There gowans are gay; 
And in my heart a twang of pain, 
The firſt morning of May. 
| PN 


The little birds they fang ſull ſweet, | 


There gowans are gay; 


C97) 

Uato my comfort was right meet, 
The firſt morning of May, 

EE 

And thereabout I paſt my time, 
There gowans are gay; | 4 

Vatill it was the hour of prime, | * 
The firſt morning of May, 

. 

And then returned hame bedeen, 
There gowans are gay; 

panſand what maiden that had been, 

The firſt morning of May. 


* „.- „ 
Watty and Madge. 
4 imitation of William and Margaret. 


I, 
| Ts at the ſhining mid-day hour 
When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg'd at Watty's breaſt, 
And the poor lad grew faint... 
© E 
His face was like a bacon ham 
That Jang in reek had hung, 


And horn hard was his tawny hang a 1 
That held his hazle-rung, BE 
e | ; 


wand the ſafteſt face appear 
Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 


And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 


Were they kept cloſe at wark. | 
| ee l 
His head was like a heathery buſh 1 
Beneath his bonnet ble w, | | 
On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug, 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 
IT H 
But hunger, like a gnawing worm, 4 
Gade rumbling thro his kyte, Hi 
And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Cou'd give his heart delyte. | 
VI. * 
He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd Madge he ran, * 
Sunk down into the chimney nook: | 
With viſage ſowr and wan. 
85 VII. | 0 
Get up he cries, my criſhy love, i 
Support my ſinking ſaul | Fi 
With ſomething that is fit to chew, . 
Be't either het or caul, 
8 VIII. Bü 
This is the how and hungry hour, ä 
When the beſt cures tor grief - Ct 
Are cogue fous of the lythy kail, 
Anda good j junt of beef. 
£ > ; & 7. 
oh Watty, Watty, Madge replies, | 
I but o'er juſtly trow'd Bl 


Your love was thowleſs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding woo'd, * 


(79 ) 

2" 

Bethink thee, Watty, on that night; 
When all were faſt aſleep, 

How ye kiſs'd me frae cheek to cheek, 
Now leave thele er tO Ureep. 


> - 
How cou'd ye ca- my hurdies fat, 

And comfort of your ht? | 
How cou d you rooſe my dinpled hand, 
Now all my dimpli.s flight? | 
| | AM: 

Why did you promiſe me a ſnood, 
To bind my locks ſae brown? 

Why did you me fine garters hei; ght, 
Yet let my hole ta' down? 


Wn XIII. 
0 faithleſs Watty, think how aft 
I ment your ſacks and hoſe ! 
For you how mony bannocks town 
How mony cogues of broſe, 
Au. ph 
But hark !—the kail bell rings, and I 
Maun gae link aff the pot; 
Come ſee, ye hath, how fair I ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts, yet ſot. 
AS; 
The grace was ſaid, tie maſter ſerv'd, 
Fat Madge return'd again, 8 
Biyth Watty raiſe and rax'd himſell, 
And fidg'd he was ſac fain. 


. 


XVI. : 
He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, | 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, 72 | 
And gart his gooly through the bag | c 
Let out its fat heart's blood. h 715 1 

\ 

\ 


And thrice he cry'd, Come eat, dear Madge, . 
Of this delicious fare; 
Syne claw'd it aff moſt cleverly, . 
Till he could eat nae mair. re. 


Mary Scot. 


IAppy's the love which meets return, fi 
When in ſoft flames fouls equal burn; If 
But words are wanting to diſcover - 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. Br 
Ye regiſters of heav'n relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, | In 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow | 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow? ' . ['» 
Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 2 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare ; | 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, P 
And at diſtance due adore her. p 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, But 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmiie: 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 2 


Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


* 91 J 

Be buſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh: 
With ſucceſs crown'd, PII not envy. 
The folks who dwell above the ſky; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow, 


Dr e r 


O'er Bogie. 


Will awa? wi my love, 

Iuill awa aui her, 

Tho' 4 my kin had / worn and aid, 
Vll oer Bogie aui her, © 

If I can get but her conſent, 
] dinna care a ſtrae; 

Tho' ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi' her I'll gae,- 

Iuill awa', GW. 


For now ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart, 
And worthy of my hand, 
And well I wat we {hanna part 
For ſiller or for land, | 
Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace, . 
But my chief pleaſure is to blink - 
on Betty's bonny face, 
I will aa, &c, 


WW F 
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( 32 3% 
There a- the beauties do combine 
Of colour, treats and air, | 
The ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare: 
Her flowing wit gives ſhiniag life 
To a' her other charms; 
How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my wife, 
And lockt up in my arms! 
I will awa'”, c. 


There blythly will I rant and fing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
PIl cry, your humble ſervant, king, 
Shame fa' them that wa'd change 
A kiſs of Betty, and a ſmile, 
Abeit ye wa'd lay down 
The right ye hae to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me ye r crown, | 
{ will awa', c. | 8 5 


. fe ods 2duops 
O'er the moor to Maggy. | 
ND vn o'er- the moor to Maggy, 


Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, | 
Then to my fair V1t ſhow my mind, ; 
Whatever may beſal me. 8 a 
If ſhe love mirth Vil learn to ſing; x7 
Or likes the Nine to follow, | 


FH lay my lugs in Pindus- ſpring, 
And 1 invocate Apollo. 


If ſhe admire a martial mind.. 
I'll ſheath my limbs in amour 7 
If to the ſofter dance inelin d. 
With gayelt airs I'l} charm her: 1 
If ſne love grandeur, day and night, 1-12: 8 ] wah 
I'll plot my nation s glory, t C BR 
Find favour in my prince's fight, ,.. 
And ſhine in future ſtor x. 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, c,, 
Where wit is correſponding; „ 65. 203 xt 
And bravelt men know belt to pleaſe; - 
With complaifance abounding. 7 850 „ 
My bonny Maggy's love can tuin 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, / LB EY 
If ia her breaſt that flame {hall burn, 
Which in my boſom blazes, | 


% 
- 
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» Polwart on-the Green”! 


T üs on the green 
If you'll meet me the morn, 

Where laſſes do convene » 
To dance about the thorn, 75 
Akindly welcome you ſhall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view / 
A lover and a lad complete, 

The lad and lover you. 


7 2 


N 


« ”" ) 
Let dorty dames ſay Na, 


As lang as e'er they pleaſe, PTE Wt 


Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleeze ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee; 
Be ever to the captive kind, us 
That langs na to be fre. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 


We ll paſs the heartſome day. | 
At night, if beds be ofer thrang laid, 


And thou be twin'd of thine, 


Thou ſhalt be welcome, _ dear lad, 


To take a part of mine. 


John Hay's bonny Laſſie. | 
Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was recliniag, 
Aftcry'd he, Oh oy, maun 1 ill live | wa 
„ TOW. 
My ſell thus away, and PTE ever 


To my bonny Hay that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, is FER waxes ub 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer: 


Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 


; - 
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Mw) 4 
She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aer 
when birds mount and ling, — ow a good * 

morrow, | 

The ſward of the mead, 1 with Jaifies,) * 

Look wither'd and Aan. * 2 1 her 
graces. 


A 


But if ſhe appear where * invite her. 
The fountains run clear, and Lowers ſmell the 
ſweeter, 
'Tis heaven to be by, when by witisa flowing 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet wy en Sn. 


The mair that! gaze the deeper I'm woundedz 
struck dumb with amaze my mind is confounded : 
I'm all on a fire, dear maid, to careſs my 


For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


— 


Katherine Ogie. 


$ walking forth! to view the plain, = 
Upon a marning early, K 
While May's ſweet ſcent did cheer my brain, 
From flow'rs which grew ſo 2 275 £ 
| chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin'd though it was fogie; 
I aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
"oF name 1s: Ne o 


I flood a while and did — 2 
To lee a nymph fo ſtately; 
F 3 


80 o brifk an air there did appear | 
1 In a country maid ſo neati r: 
EY Such natural ſweetneſs ſhe dilplay'd, > 7 0 B 
Like a lilly in a bogie Gs bu 25 
a s ſelf was ne er array d „ \ 
Like this ſame Katherine Ogie, | 


Thou flow'r of females; beauty's queen, | 
Who ſees thee, ſore muſt prize thee; | ] 
Though thou art dreft in robes. but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee ; 


Thy handſome air, and wacefol „ 4 
Far excels any clownith rogie; * 

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, _ f 

My — Katherine Ogie. 5 ; 

O were 1 but wins Phepherd nr” EO = 5 

Jo feed my flock beſide thee, . | 


At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee; 
I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club and dogie, —© 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katherine Ogie, 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſman's dang'rous ſtations; 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
ld ſmile at conqu' ring nations 
Might 1 careſs and till poſſeſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie; 
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. he are toys and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katherine Ogie. F 


But I fear the gods have not decreed | 
For me fo fine a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both CAFR en fogie: 
Pity OR caſe, ye pow'rs above, 
Ele I die for Katherine Ogie. 


111111 24441. 444 1211141. 


There's my thumb I'll neꝰer beguile thee. 
ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, 

T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee; 
And, as your conſtant ſlave, regard it, | 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it. 

'Tis proof a {hot to birth or money, 

But yields to what is ſweet and bonny; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily, 4 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. | 


——_— 
l 
* 


How eg ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 

Thy boſom white, and legs ſo fine are, 

That, when in pools I fee thee clean em; 

They carry away my heart between em; 

T with, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a mountain, 

Though kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile cher 

There's my thumb I Il ne'er beguile thee, 
| FS : 


Jeany ſaid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 


„ 
Mone through flowery hows I dander, 
1 my flocks leſt they ſhould wander, 
Gin thou gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylie, 
And gi'e my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 
O my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 
To had the wooer up ay niff naffin. 
That na, na, na, I. hate it moſt vilely, 
O ſay, Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


hdd opnodurdooduid>epnndodeepmrdectecpets 
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For the love of Jean. 


Ocky ſaid to Jeany, Jeany wilt thou do't ? 75 
Ne er a fit, quo Jeany; for my tocher- good, 


For my tocher - good, I winna marry the, | 


Bens ye like, quo Jonny, e may let ic be. 


I hae gowd and gear, I hos land enough, 

I hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and. linkin.o'er the Nos, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye de. 


I hae a good ha' houſe, a barn Log a byre. 
A ſtack afore the door, I'll make a rantin fire, 
I'll make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we e 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye * 


Ye ſhall be tbe lad, I'll be the laſs my l. 75 
Ve re a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie fre, 
Ye re > welcomer to take me than to let me benz 


- * 
ET. _ 9 
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Gena Tibby and ſonſy den. | 


To the tune of, Tibby Fowler in the cu. 


IBB has a-ſore 0 charms, | 0. 

| Her genty ſhape our fancy warms; 

How 6 can her ſma? white arme 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her: 

Fryer ancle to her ſlender waiſt, | 
: Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 

Her roſy cheek, and riſing breaſt, | | 
Gar ane's mouth . ene iv o water. 


NELLY's gawſy, alt and gay, 

Freſh as the lucken flowers in May; : 

Uk ane that ſees her, crys, Ab hey 

. She's benny! 0 Tavonder at ber. 

The dimples of her chin and: cheek, 

And limbs ſae plump invite to dawrt her; 
Her lips ſae ſweet, and-ſkin ſae ſleek, 

Gar mony months boude mine water. 


* Now. arike my ages in a bore, mY 2 


My wyſon with the maiden ſhore, 

Gin I can tell whilk Lam for, 
When theſe twa ſtars appear-the-gither, 

0 love ! why doſt thou gi'e thy fires | 
Sae large, while we're oblig'd to nither 

Dur ſpacious ſauls immenſe deſires, IRS; 
and ay be ia a hankerin (wither 


ws 

N R 8 

RY 
* 


Ne 


TIBBY's ſhape and airs are fine, kr My 
And Nelly's beauties are divine: MW 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, 8 


Fe Gods, give ear to my petition, 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 


But let it be with this proviſion, y 
I get the other to my lane, 4 
In proſpect plano and fruition, :7,. WMA 
. A AAAVA RANA AN AIAASAAALEES 
2 25 LE Oy N 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae, 


IN ye meet a bonny Iſle, ? 
Gi'e her a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, SE OR Sp Ht 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi” firae, My 
. T 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, = 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung, 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time : 


Then lads and laſſes, while *tis May, | | 
Gae pu” the gowan in its prime, 11 

B-fore it wither and decay. 4 WA" 
Watch the ſaft minutes of dely te, Wi 

When Jenny penn beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte ie 


On you, if ſhe kepp oay fkaith. | 


** 


(or) 


Haith ye re ill bred, ſhe'll ſmiling fay, 2 


ſell worry me, ye greedy rooæ? 
oyne frac your arms ſhe' Il rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook, 


Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na-ſays are ha'f a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 

Frae her fair fiager-whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliſs, 


Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent grant: 
Then, ſurly carls, wiſht, forbear 

To plague us with your whining cant. 


The Mill, Mill-----O 


ENEATH a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 


Was fleeping ſound and ſtill- 9; 

A“ lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove 
Around her with good wil! 0: 

Her boſom L pre; but ſunk in her reſt, 

She ſtir'dna my joy to ſpill—0 : 


While kindly ſhe f1-pt, cloſe to her 1 tein 


And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill—O. 


ior). 


"—Obliged by command in Flanders to land, * 
I employ my courage and ſkill=0, _ Th 
Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa, an 

For the wind blew fair on the bill—0, __ My 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud-fraiſine Ml - 4 
Tald me with a voice right ſhrill- O, (fame 
My laſs, like a fool had mounted the ſtool, 0 
Nor kend wha had done her the ill 0. = 
Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, "= 
J ferlying ſpeer d how ſhe tell—0, _. He 
Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, But 
Sweet Sir, gin. I can tell O. WI 


Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, 1 
And bad her a' fears expel—O, 

And nae mair look wan, for F-was the man 
Wha had dcne her the deed myſell—0, 


My bonny. ſweet la, on the gowany graſs, 7 
Beneath the Shilling- -hill—0O, f 

If I did offence, fe make ye amends | 
Before I leave Peggy's mill—0. | 

O the mill, mill—9, and ibe Gill. 4.0, 
And the coggin of the wheel. 

The ſack and the fieve, à that ye maun leave. 
Aud round with a ſodger reel—0. 


»> er. . . 


Tbe Gaberlunzie-man. | 


HE pawky auld carl came o'er the lee, 
Wi' many good e' ens and days to me, 
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saying, Goodwife for your carb, Wy. 
will you lodge a ſilly poor man? | 

The night was cauld, the carl was © 1 

and down ayont the ingle he ſat; _ 4 


My daughter's ſhoulders he gan to clap, 
"BAG cadgily ranted and ſang. | 


o wow ! quo' he, were I as free, 
as firſt when I ſaw this country, 

How Blyth and merry wad I be! 

And I wad never think lang, 
ne grew canty, and ſhe grew fain; 
„ Bat little did her auld minny ken 
bat thir flee twa togither were ſaying, 
d, When woaing they were ſae thrang. 


And O!] quo? he, ann ye were as black, += _ 
As &er the crown of my dady's hat, : 
'Tis I wad lay thee by my back, - 2 $8 

And awa? wi me thou ſhou'd gang. 

and O! quo ſhe, ann I were as white, 

as &er the ſnaw lay on the dike, 8 

I'd clead me braw and lady like. 
And awe” with thee I wowd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; | 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 
and wilily they ſhot the Jock, a 
And faſt to the bent are they: gane. 
Up in the morn the auld wife raiſe, 4 
and at her leiſure pat on her elaiſe; | 1 
yne to the ſervant's bed ſhe gas 
To ſpeer for the filly poor man. e 


2 


Rn: 


Nl 


She gaed to the bed where the bogger-laygiis Fett 


The ſtrae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hands, cry'd, Waladay, 


For ſome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome ta kiſts, 


Bur nought was ſtown that con'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praife be bleſt, 
1 have lodg d a leel poor man. | 


Since naething's s awa', as we can horn; 

The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn 

Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bare, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 


The ſervant gade where the daughter lay, 4 


The ſheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her goodwite can ſay, 
She's, aff with the er e = 


O fy gar ride, and Ge gar rin, 


And haſte ye find theſe traytors again; 


For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be flain, 
The wearifu' Gaberlunzie man. 
Some rade upo'ꝰ horſe, ſome ran a fit, 


The wife was wood, and out o' her wit: 


She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd the fir, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe ban d. 


F ger” 


Mean time far hind out o'er the lee 


Fu' ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd bee 
T he twa, with kindly ſport and glee, 1 


Cut frae a new cheeſe a whang: 
The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith, 


= — 


A cripple or blind they will ca' me, 


Tt 9848 * 
Quoth ſhe, to leave thee I will be laith, 
My winſome Gaben man. 
. 

0 kend my minny J were al you, | _— 
lil fardly wad the crook her mou, n 
die a poor man {he'd never trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie- man. 
My dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha” nae learn'd the beggars tongue, 
To follow me ſrae town to town, 

And carry the Gaben on. 


Wi cauk and keel I'll win your bound, 
and pindles and whorls for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 


To carry the Gaberlanzie on, 
I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee, 


and draw a black clout o'er ane. 


Waile we ſhall be merry and ſing. 


c ˙——— 3 "7 7 --.- 
The CORDIAL 
To the tune of, Where alle our 0 cedar 2 


* E. 
HERE wad bonny Annie ly ? 
Alane nae mair ye man ly; 
Wad ye a goodman try? 
Is that the thing ye're lacking! 


{ 5 96 "4 

H _ * e 
* can a laſs ſae young n * e 
Venture on the bridal tic K 60 
= Syne down with a goodman ly??? 
m flee'd he keep me wau king. 

H E. X <a 3 4:71 

Never judge until ye try, 

Mak me your goodman, l! TT 

Shanna hinder you to ly, De 12> 2555 Bard 
And ſleep till ye be wear. ] 

| 8 H EB. EN $0 
What if I ſhou'd wauking lj, © MT. 

When the hoboys are gawn wy EDS ORs AY; 
Will ye tent me when 1 cry, 49 
My dear, Pm faint and iry ?- 8 80 

. 
In my boſom thou ſhalt lj Wb 
When thou waukrife art, or dry; oh 
Healthy cordial ſtanding Z 
Shall preſently revive the. =? 
%“ 
: To your will then comply, 

l Join us, prieſt, and let me 2 . Ar 

How I'll wi” a goodman iy, . 

Wha can a congial _ me. 


FS" TT 
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Eme-Bughts Marion. 1 2 TY J. 
7ILL ye go to the ewe-bughts, e | 
And wear in the ſheep wi' me; An 


(97 ) 
The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
But nae half ſae ſweet as these. 
o Marion's a bonny laſs, . 
And the blyth blinks im her 7 
Add fain wad I marry Mat ion, 
Gin Marion' er perm 


And ſiik on your white hauſo COIN 
Fu' fain wad I aſs my Marion, 
At e en when I come hame. 
There's braw lads in Earnflaw, Marlon, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 


But nane of them lo'es like me. 


I've nine milk ee my Marion 
A cow and a brawny quey, 


Juſt on her bridal- day; 5 
And ye's get al green ſay apron, | 
And waſtecoat of the London browns - 
And wow but: ye will be vap ring, 
Whene' er ye gag v to the m. 


m young and Rout, 2 Marion” 
*: Nane dances like me on the greene 
+ WW 4nd gia ye forſake me, Marion, 
il cen gae draw up wi Jean: 
dae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kyrtle of the eramaſie; 
nd foon as my chin has nae hair on; 
1 ſhall come welt, and ſee ye. 
You, * 3 


There” 5 gowd i im your —ü— Mason,, 


At kirk, when they ſee my Marion 53 [XY 34 


8 72 0 = 
* * * = 5 a 
n = 1 
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(98 ) 
The blythlome Bridal, 


Y et us a? — bridal, % Win rh to 
For there will be lilting therm: 

For Jocky's to be married to Maggy 

The laſs wi' the gowden hair. 
And there will be lang - kail and pottage, 

And bannocks of barley- meal 
And there will be good ſawt _—_— 

To reliſh a cog of good ale. 

y let us a' to the bridal, &c. 


iy 


And there will be Saney the ſutor, + 
And Will wr the meikle mou: | 
And there will be Tam the blutter, 


With Andrew the tinkler, I trow; * + © 
And there will be bow'd legged Robiz, 
With thumbleſs Katy's goodman ; i 2 1ni WW 1 
And there will be blue-cheeked — 
And Lawrie the laird of the land. G / 
F let us, &c. | | 
| e f 
And there will be ſow-libber Patie, 
And plucky fac'd Wat i' the mill, | " 
| Caper-nos'd Franeie and Gibbie, - 5 /. 
That wins in the how of the hill; 0 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, - _ 
Wha in with black Beſſy did moo... F 
With Tnivelling Lilly and Tibby, ; 


The laſs that ſtands aft on the Sooke 1 bind A 
- ani : ; ; ITE ; 


n 
and Madge that was buckled to steenie, 


And coft him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Who after was hangit for ſtealing, 

Great mercy it happen'd na warſe: 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 

And Kirſh with the lilly white leg, 
Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, 


And bang'd vp Bee" wame in Mons. meg. 


And there will be Judan Maclawrie, 
And blinkin daſt Barbara Macleg, 

Wi' flae lugged tharney- fac d Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd haluket Meg. 

And there will be happer - ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 

H let us, &. : | | 


And there will be Girn- again Gibbie, 
With his glaikit wife Jenny Bell, 
And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapie, _ 
The lad that was ſkipper himſel. 
There lads and laſſes in pearlings 5 5 
Will feaſt in the heart of the hal, 
on ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 


That are baith ſodden and raw. 
Fy tet us, et. 


57 


And there will be fadges and brachan, 
With fouth of good gabbocks of Kate, a 
G 2 


+ | 


With ſinged ſheep heads, and a baggies, 


7 10 * 
Powſowdy and drammock, and erowdy, 
And caller nowt-fect in a plate, 

And there will be partans and buckies, 
And whitens and ſpeld ings enew, 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. * ; 

H let us, ny 13 | 


And there will be lapper'd-mitk kebbacks,: WN | 
Ard ſowens, and farls, and baps, _. 
With ſwats, and well ſoraped paunches, TY 
And brandy in ſtoups and in cas | 
And there will be meal kail and caltocks, 


With {kink to ſup till yerive, © ] 
And roaſts to roaſt on a:-brander,. 1 | 
Of flowks that were taken Wes e 1 


Fy let: us, &c. 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangle,. 


And a-milbof'good ſniſhing to prie ; - 7 f 
When weary. with eating and drinking, oF 

We')l riſe up and dance till we di, ( 
Then. fy let us a' to the bridal, WEIL ets 

For there will be lilting there, e 5 


For Jociy's to be married to Maggie, 


The Highland Laddie. 


H E lawland lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and idly gawdy 9 
How much unlike that gracefu' mein, e 
And manly looks of my highland laddie; | 

0 my bonny bonny highland laddie, 

My bandſome charming highland: laddie; 

May heaven till guard and love ard 

Our lauland laſi and her 2 laddie. 


If. I were free at will to a. | 
| To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
Id take young Donald without trews, 


With bonnet blew, and 6 
0 my bonny, 28. 


The wen =] in borrows.· town, 5 5 
In a“ his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar d to him, he's bat a cle !: 


+ ar 


He's finer far in's W a 41 be 
0 my bonny, Re, dle ebase nf yd mA 
_ 1 > 4 (44 3 TOS B! 
Oer benty hills with wins rn; © 1:4 ad I0 


And leave my lawland kin and dady, "WO! 21 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun. 
He'll ſcreen me with his + AGB? Rog 
0 my bonny, &c. | Zug 


A painted room, and Giken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and. lady 84k 


G 3 


rtr) 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad, 


Behind a buſh in's veghlang plaid, 
O my benny, &c. 


Few compliments between Ki paſs, 
I c4*«him my dearihighland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath . | 
0 my bonny, & . x 


Nae greater joy Pll eter pretend, 

Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 

While heaven preferves my ue n 
2 my *: Kc. | 


* 


an 5 . 
The Collier's bonny Le. 
"HE oder b W Gt! 
And O:ſhe's 9 bonny, 


A laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money ; 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover; 
But love is like the ocean; 
Wha. can its * e ! 


He had the art to lands 7 ye, 

And was by a' reſpected; 
His airs ſat round him/eafy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. e 4ST 


ns 


c my ) J 
The collier's bonny laſſie, 
Fair as the new blown lillie, 
Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, _ 
Secur'd the heart of Willie. 


He lov'd beyond expreflion 
The charms that were about her, 
And panted for pofſeſſion, 
His life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolving, 1 1 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diffolving, © 
| He tenderly thus tell'd her. 


My bonny collier's daughter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 

Tis no your fcanty rocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe 3e: 

For I have gear in plenty, 
And love ſays, tis my duty 

To ware what heaven has lent ns, | 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


— — neee - 


This is no mine ain Houſe. 


HIS is not mine ain houſe, 
I ken by the rigging o't ; 


Since — my love I've changed VOWS | 


dinna lite the bigging o't, - 
G 4 


( 204.) 
Fornow that I'm eee Is 
And miſtreſs of his fire · ſide, . 
Mine ain houſe 111 like 20 gu, 


And pleaſe me with the rigging o'r. FL gat 


Then farewell to my Tee bene 1 
gang where love invites me; 

The ſtrigeſt duty this allows, 3 
When love with honour meets mes, DOTY 


* 0 o 
a „ 


When Hymen moulds: us — ORG 2.7 
My Robie's nearer thanmy kin [Ane 
And to refuſe him were a:fin, n / 

Sac lang's he kindly treats ae. [Por 


When Fm in my ain honuſmm. [ra 
True love ſhall be at hand ay, 4.3 8 
To make me ſtill a prudent. ſpouſq po 
And let my man command ay a 
Avoiding ilka cauſe of ſtrifſe. 
The common peſt of. married life = 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, a 
And breaks the kindly band ay. 41. of ii 


rene. de 


Fint A Crum of thee the faws, na = 7 


ETURN bameward, my e NY, 
And bide where thou was wont to be, Avi oof 

Thou art a fool to ſuffer pain f 
For love of ane that loves not the: 


Ny heart, let be ſie fantaſie, 


Wo o5 - > : * 9 — 4 - 2 : 
3 8 4 : * 
z % 2 r . 


Love only whiere thou haſt good huts; s m "I þ 


Since ſcor- and liking neer agree, — 
The fint a an. favs. 1 


| To-what effect would thou. be theall? lee 
Be happy in thine ain free · wil, ws 
My heart, be never beſttal, 
But ken- wha does. thee good or ill: 3 
at hame with me then tarry W 


And ſee wha can beſt play their Paws, : 3 


And let the fiily fling her fill, 
For fiat a crum g of nn faws. 


Though ſhe be 7 1 wilt. not ehrte, 


She's of a kind with mony mae; 


For why, they are a felon menzie | 
That ſeemeth good, and are not ſae. 
My heart; take neither ſturt nor wae 

For Meg, for Marjary,.or Maule, 

But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 

For fint 2 orum of thee ſhe favs. 


demember, how that Medea 
Wild ſor a ſight of Jaſon yied, 
kemember, how young Creſſida 
| Left Troilus for: Diomede; 
Remember Helen, as we read, | 
brought Troy from bliſs unto bare waws: 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
lor fit a erum of thee ſhe faws. 


- — 
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'( 106 *) 
Becauſe ſhe ſaid J took it © 
For her depart my heart was ſaie; 
But was beguil d; gae where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that-firſt takes care: 
But be thou merry late and air, 
This is the final end and clauſe, 
And let her feed and fooly fair, | 
For fint a crum of thee (ſhe faws, 


Ne' er dunt again within my breaſt, 
Ne'er let her flights thy courage ſpill, 5 
Nor gie a ſob, although ſhe-ſneeſt, 

'She's faireſt paid that gets her will, 

she geeks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When ſhe glaicks paughty in her NH 

Now let her ſnirt and fyke her . 
For fine a crum of thee ſhe faws. 2. 


_ To Mrs. E. C. 
Tune, Sat merry af aue have been. ail 


Ow Phezbus adyances on high _ 
Nae footſteps of winter are ſeen 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ſky,  _ 
And lambkins dance reels on the green, 
Through plantings, and burnies ſae clear, 
We wander-fop pleaſure and health, 
| Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpeRs of joy and wealth. 


0 ( 107 ) 


view ka gay ſcene all around, 
That are, and that promiſe to: be; 
Yet in them a2 naething i is found _ 
dae perfect, Eliza, as thee. 
Thy een the clear ſountains excel, 
Thy locks they out · rival the grore; 
When Zephyrs thus pleaſingly ſwell, 
lik wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lillies combin'd, 

And flowers of moſt delicate hue, | 
by thy cheek and dear breaſts are out-ſhin'd, 

Their tinctures are naething ſae trum. 
What can we compare with thy voice? 

And what with thy humour ſac ſweet ? 


Ne muſick can bleſs with fic joy; 


dure angels are juſt ſae complete, 


fair bloſſom of ilka delight, | 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſand out-ſhine : 

Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mixt with ſae many divine 


le powers, who have given: ſic charms - W174 


To Eliza, your image below, 
0 fave her frae all human harms! ! 
And make her hours happily. flow, _ 


{ 18 ) 


'My Dady -forbad, my —_—_ forbut 


HEN I think on my. lad, 
I ſigh. and am ſad, 
For now he is far frae me, 
My daddy was harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate, 


That made bim-lok blate 3 | 


And yet a brave lad is he. 


+ Gin ſafe he come hame, 


In ſpite of my dame, 
Hell ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wiſe, 
That have but ae bairn like me, 
That looks upon cafh, 
As naething but traſh, 
That ſhackles v hat fhou'd be free. 
And though my dear lad 
Not ae penny had, 
Since qualities better has he; 
Abeit Iman heireſs, 
1 think it but fair is, 
To love him; ſince he loves me. 
Then my dear Jamie. 
Fo thy kind J:anie, 


"24 4 qv HL 
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Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the ſea, 
To her wha can find 

Without a blyth fight of thee, 


Though my dady forbad, _. 


And my minay forbad, 
Forbidden-I will not be: 
For lince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 


Nane clſe-fhall-e'er get an | 


Yet them I'll not grieve, 
Or without their-leave,. 


Gre my hand as a wife to thee: 


Be content with a heart. 
That can never deſert, _ 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. 
My parents may prove 
Yet friend to our love, N | 
When our firm reſolves they ſee ; 
Then L with pleaſure 
Will yield up my treaſure, 
aud a“ that love orders to thee. 


£ 0 * 


The Malt-Man. E. 


He craves wander ſair, 
Cries, dame, come gi 'e me my filler, 
Or malt ye fall ne er get mair. 


HE malt man comes on Munday, 


( 110 * 
]-took him into the pant, 4 Bar 
And gave him ſome. good cock broo, ., I 


Syne paid him upon a gantree, tte Ea 453 Wi 
As hofller wives ſhould doo / 


When malt men come for filler, 
And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon,” WM 5d 
Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, \ 
And clear them as I have done He 


This bewith, when cunzie is ſeanty, © ( 

Will keep them frae making din, fu 

The knack 1 learn'd frae an auld aunty, [ 

The ſnackeſt of a* my kin Vir 

The malt-man is right cunning, | 

But I can be as ſlee, = 

And he may crack of his winning, = \ 

When he clears ſcores with me rh 

: For come when he likes, I'm ready; 5 
= But if frae hame I be, es It's 
= Let him wait on our kind lady, _ 5 0 
=. . She'll anſwer a bill forme, Mr; 
t 3238 S8 


1 J 'Bonoy bey. 


; | Tune, Beg s Hansi, 

I i __ ESSY:'s beauties ſhine — 2 5 "I I 
1 She wad ever give delight, | 5:05 nc 
\ | And in tranſport make me view her. Y 
' | 

„ 
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Way Belly, thee alazge 

Love I, naething elſe about thee; 
With thy comelineſs Pm rane, | 
And langer cannot live without thee, 


Bfly's boſom's ſaft and warm, * 
Milk white fingers ſtill employ'd, 

He who takes her to his arm, | T3. 
Of her ſweets can ne'er be cloy'd. | 


My dear Beſſy, when the roſes ” e 
Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder, A 
Virtue, which thy mind difcloſes, M472 914 E106 


Will keep love frae growing caulder. 


Beſly's tocher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her face and foul diſcovers 2.44 
Theſe inchanting ſweets in plenty | gg 
Muſt intice a thouſand lovers, 9 bo ys x he 
los not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and eaſ r, * 
That gives happineſs uncommon, Rr 
Petted a, can nought but teaze ye. 


8 
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Tak your auld cloak about you. 
N winter-when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 
and Boreas, with his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our by to kill: 


n. 5 
Then Bell, my wife, wha loves nae kr. 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 2 


Get up, goodman, ſave Cromiz's "like, 7 
And e dees. oF 2 ; 
My cromie is an uſeful cow 8 
And ſhe is come of a good kind; 
Aft has the wet the bairns mu, | 
And I am laith chat ſhe ſhould tyne 5 $i | 
Get up, goodman, it is ſou time, KL. 
The ſun fhives-in the lift fac hie; 
Sloth never made a gracrous end, © At 
Go tak nn about: ye. 4 1 „ *. 
My Sh was anes a good grey cloak, ad 1 
When it was fitting for my wenr z | 
But now it's ſeantly worth a groat, | 
For I have worn't this thirty year; 80 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 3 | 
We little ken the day we'll die: e , 
Then I Il be proud, fince T have ſworn, . x 
'To bave a new err about me moore 10 
S l 
In days when our 15 Robert , 1 2 ar Th 
His tre ws they colt but ha'f a crowny : / 


He faid, they were a groat o'er dear; | 
And call'd the taylor thief and loun,, 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
*Tis pride puts a? the country down,. 
Sac tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


ho * 
: 5 - * 
2 4 8 Roe. 
2 1 


{ mz ) 
Feery land has its ain laugh, 
lx kind of corn it-havits hol: 
[think the warld is a' run wrang, 4:4 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; —_ 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and ade. A 
As they are girded gallantly,... 


1 + $68 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe, 4 
I'll have a new cloak about, ee. . 1 2a ot 
Goodman, 3 "tis . —_— 
Since we did ane anither kenn 
And we have had between us two,. 
of lads and bonny laſſes ten: r 
Now, they are women grown re Þ men, 3 
| wiſh and pray well ay they be; Me 
And if you prove a good huſband, _ oO 28 
Een tak your auld cloak about We, 2 tack 


Ball, my wiſe, ſhe loves n na a ficife; 1 e felt 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe. can. 

And to maintain an eaſy life, —_—_ 
I aft maun yield, though I'm 8 

Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea; 

Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld dock abont me. 


(am) 


=» 2 
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Tone, Steer her up, and hed her Een : 


Steer her up, "a had her gapn. OP T 
Her mither's at the mill, jo; 1 a $51 


But gin ſhe winna tak a man, : ; . 12 
E'en let her tak her will, o. N 
Pray thee, lad, leave filly thinking ' "£7 2">02+ +4 8 A 
Caſt thy cares of love _ | 1 
Let's our ſorrows drown in drinklpk; © * * Gat 
"Tis daffin en to — * 3 I 


POTTY Fx 
See that ſhining z of elaret, 5 ; 2h 


How invitingly it looks; 8 by ua 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o 3 85 I 
Pox on fighting, trade, and books. - 28 Bend Ane 
Let's have pleaſure while we're pete 88 F 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, | bor 
Plac't on the middle of the table, nl ' 
And let wind and weather gow!l. or , re 
Call the drawer, let him fill it GUER 225.5. il Fe 


Fou, as ever it ean hold: 3 | 
© tak tent ye dinna fpill 2s F795 ** — 


5 »Tis mair precious far than gold. OT 1 
RY By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, © © wy . 
1 Bacchus will begin to prove, ER 4 1 


Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, The 
Drinking better is than love. 1 
And 


— 
11 


= 6 ns). | 
. Clout the Caldtoa. 4.97 & 


AVE you any pow vripang,-- 61 5 
Or any broken chandlers?- 3 | 


1am a tinkler to my trade, ue Ded a 
and newly * — ear þ 
Is ſcant of filler as of grate, 1 2 3 97 


Diſbanded, we've a bad rung gn 
Gar tell the lady of tbe place. 
Pm come to clout her caldron. 


.. 2 2 of OR. _— PI A aut” — 

2 5 2 * 5 "hi K — o * 2 we” * ” 

. 7 * * — — - * Worms — 
- 


6 


Madam, if you have watt for me, 
I'll do't to your content ment, 

And dinna eare a ſingle flie,” (iro? z! 2 A 
For any man's reſentm ent: 

For lady fair, Ms comet ; 11.120 Sen ont i 
To ev'ry ane a tinkler oo 7 0D 

Yet to yourſell I'm bauld n %% n s 
[ am a gentle jiker. de e 

Fa adrie, diate, didlt, oY | 27, 4 af and bak 


Love Jupiter into a "0 
Turn'd for his lovely Leda 

He like a bull © e rye wa, ©7849 
To carry aff Europa. 

Then may not I, as ele | 
To cheat your Argos blinker, 

And win your love, like mighty Jave, 
Thus hide me in a tinkler. 

fa adrie, didle, didle, &e. 


H 2 
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Sir, ye appear a cunning man. kay , 
But this fine plot you'll fail inn, 1 
For there is neither pot nor pan „ x + 
Of mine you'll drive a nail in. ] 
'Then bind your budget on your back, a 
And nails up in your apron, _ TE u 
For I've a tinkler under tack a ä 
That's us d to clout my caldron. | 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, Sc. | ü 315: wh Y, 
a . 
Omnia vineit + Amor, n T7 
S 1 went ; forth to, view. We — 87 Ye 
A Which Flora had adorned + 11 
In raiment fair; now every thing 
The rage of winter ſcorne d? 3 55 H. 
1 caſt mine eye, and did eſſxy . 
A youth, who made great clamo r: 4 
And drawing nigh, 1 heard A ; 
Ah ! omnia vincit amor, wo od iT 17 
Upon his breaſt he. lay along, 


Hard by a murm'ring river; 

And mournfully his doleful ſong 
With ſighs he did deliver, 

Ahl Jeany's face has comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhine like lammer, 

With burning rays have cut my days; 
For omnia vincit amor, 
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Her glancy een like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun out- ſhining 

Hve caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining, 

Durſt I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 


Whoſe beauties rare make me with care 


Cry, omnia vincit amor. 


ve cryſtal Rreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning, 


Je fragrant fields and meadows wide, 


Condema her for her ſcorning: 
Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her; 


Ye chanting. birds note theſe my —_— 


Ah! omnia vincit amor, | 


Had ſhe been kind as * was fair, 


She long had been admir'd, 


And been ador'd for virtues rare, 


Who? of life now makes me tir d. 


Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, . 


He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer: 
He ſigh d full ſore, and ſaid no more, 
But Omnia vincit amor. > ib 


When I obſerr'd him near to 3 
I run in haſte to ſave him, 12 


But quickly he reſigned his breath, Ke | 


So deep the wound love gave him. 
H 3 


* 1 — 1 
; _ 
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Now for her fake this vow 11 make, © Ke... 


My tongue ſhalt ay defame her, 4 
While on his kerſe LI write this verges wes V 
4 emnia vincit amar. 12 
Straight 1 conſider a. in my n e ak 1 
Upon tbe. matter right, 226: Sear BI WH 
And found, though Cupid he be bine, * 2 For 
He proves in pith moſt mighty, 8 
For warlike Mars, and thund'ring Joe, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the- „ "potted | 
For cmnia-vincit. amor. F.. 
An 
Hence we may ſec th „Becks ts, | 
Which Gods. and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds removes, 
Or torments break aſunder: 5 f 
Nor wiſe, nor faol, need go to ſehool, WO! 
| To learn this from his grammar; e 
His heart's the book, where he's _—_— 
For omnia vincit amm. x + 0 5 
2 ů———ꝗ——ꝗ—72 * 0 
3 {55 0 
The auld Wife bojoar' the + Fire „s 
HERE was a wiſe-nottd-i na "A | 
And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 


That ſought the houſe baith but and ben M 
To find their mam a fniſbing. 


% * 


* x 


4 


. ( 17 9 5 
The 4214 ie beyont the fire, © 
The auld wif anieff the fire, 
The auld wife aboon th# fre, 
She died for lack of fe. 5 
Her mill into ſome ole kad fawu, 
Whatrecks, quoth the, let it be gawn, | 


For I maun hae a young: goodrnan'” 
Shall ſurniſh me with ſnifning. 


The auld wife, Koe. 
III. * 

Her eldeſt dovktey faid right band, | 
fy, mother, mind that nos yere auld, 
And if ye with a yotfiker Had, 

He'll waſte away your ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, Ke.. 
3 IV. St S411 

The youngeſt dochter gae :# hour, h 

0 mother dear ! :your” tectk's a7 out, 
Befides ha*f blind, Wu have the gout; - 


Your mill can had nae ſailfting\ - -  -- - 


Te auld wife, &c. . 
Sts "BE | 
+ Ye lied, ye jimm#ns; cries aud — 
For | hae baithꝭ a tooth aud 1 0 
And will nae langer Hus in gg 
By wanting of my ſaiſhing. - 
The auld wife, &c. 
| 8 
Tuele ye; fays Peg; mat piully flue, 
. if you can crack 4 fut, T 
. H . 54 
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Then we will a' conſent to it, n 
That you ſhall have a ſniſhiingngg. 5 
The auld wiſe, &c. chr wo SA 
+ JAE. + e 
The auld ane did agree to thas, 4 e hk 
And they a piſtol-bullet gat: 
She powerfully began to crack, 
To won herſelf a faiſhiog. ee Tt oY 
The auld wiſe, .& Cos n tia t tn 
„ vin. | s 
Braw ſport it was to ſee her. chow? "a wa 
And *tween her gums ſae ſqueeze and ow, 
While frae her jaws the ſlaver, flow' d, 
And ay ſhe curs'd poor > | 


The auld wife, Kc. a þ 
LY. : a 4 * 8 1 
At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſqueeze, — F 


Which brak the lank tooth by the neee, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 


But ſhe tint hopes of * e 
The auld wifes: hp. 3 | ; We 
"WW. 1 WI0 

42 bok Wa 


She of the ak began to tive; 0 ws 
And frae hee dochters did retire, _ EI „ TH 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire, pe F-5 

And died for lack cf ſniſhing, 

The auld wife, Re. 


Note, sniſhing, in its Bertele meaning, is Ca6Emage* 


'of Tobacco; but, in this ſong, it means ſome · 
times contentment, a huſband, love, money, Ge. 


Can) 
75 „ <5 eos 
* ve Jos wives, notice well this woke” SY 
gh as ye re paſt mark of mouth, | 
Mer do what's only fit for youth, 1 
And leave af thoughts of ſniſhing 
Elſe like this-wife beyont the 1 (EEE 
Tr bairns againſt you wilt-conſpire ; 
Nor will ye get, unlaſi ye hire, 7 
"= young man with your ſalſbing. Q. 


we = 


S ON. 


To the tune of, Lochaber no more. 


—.— 2 | 


Arewell to Ae 8 favewell my Jean; 
Where heartlome with thee. I've * 1 
been; 6 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſh:d, they are a' for my dear, | 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 
Though bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. | 


Though karviennes ris and riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind. 
Though loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's nacthing like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair.pain'd, 
BJ eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd. 
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And beauty and love's the reward of the brare, or 


And I muſt deſerve before I can erave. n 
Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excu, 1 * 
Since honour commands me, how can, [ refuſe? 
Without it I nefer carr have merit for thee, M 
And withonr thy favour'f'd better not be. * 
I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, is 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, th 
and ther PI teave thee and Lochaber no more, | 
1 * W: 
The auld Goodman. 3 
AE in mn evening forth T went, * 
A little before the ſun ga'd down, p 
And there F eflanc d by zecident, 0 
To light on a battle new begun, : 6 | 
A mar and His wife was fa'n in a ſtriſe, g f 
I canna well cell you how it began; pet 01 
But ay ſhe wail'd Her wretched life, | | 
And cry'd ever, Alake, my auld goodmas. ; 
H E. 7 nes 20855 Te 
Thy auld goodman that thou tells ol. 
The country kens where he was born, v 
Was but a ſilly poor vagabond, * 


me 


And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn; 


( m3 7. | 
rot he did spend, and make an end, 
Of gear that his fore · fathers wan, 
He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 1 
Sac tell nae mair of thy auld * . 

5 2 8 H E. e eee I 
My heart, alake, is « kiken to break, e | 
When I think on my winfome: John, | 

His blinkin eye, and gate fac free, 
Was naething like thee; thou doſen'd drone. 
His roſie face, and flaxen hair, 
And a ſkin as white as ony ſwan, 
If Was large and ralf, and (comety withal, 
ö And I never be like g auld of 


H E. | 
Why doſt thou pleen.? I thee maintain, * 
For meal and mat thou diſna Wants. 2 
gut thy wild, hees I. canna pleaſe, 
Now when our gear gins to- .grow: PAI 
Of houſhold ſtuff thou baſk enough. 
Thou wants for neither pot-nor: * 
of ſiklike ware he left. thee bare, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld ea. 


cs! . 
Yes, Lem ede g lk 4 
To think, on theſe blych days I had, 5 
When. he and L tagether lag, LE 
In arma into a well-made bed,, jt 84 
Buc now l ſigl and may be fad, | e. 
THF _— is cauld, thy e@tour wan, 


* 7 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, © 44 babe 
And thou It nel er be like my auld Ve Keegy 


Then coming-was the night. fe dark. os” 
And gane was a' the light o' day; 
The carl was fear'd to miſs his mark, 
And therefore wad nac langer ſtay, 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 
I trow the wife the day ſhe wan. 
And ay. the oerword CC 
Was ever, Alale, my auld geodman. 2. 


P Mo os es et 


; Laſs with aer of Land, 


3 me a laſs with a ap of land,. 

And we for lifesſhall gang the N 
Though daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, 

Or black or fair, it makſna whether. 
I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 


And bloom alane is na worth a ſhilling. He 
But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, | 
For ilka charm about hee is killing. He 


de me a laſs with a Jump of land, 
And in my boſom I'll hug my treaſure 


Gin I had anes her gear in my band. H 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, H 


| I hate with ROM Dong n to medals 


| 


4-4 
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Unleſs they bring caſh, of a lump of 3 pot 
They'ſe ne'er get me to dance to their fiddle. . 


There's meikle good | love in bands 4 bigs: 4 
And ſiller and gowd' s a ſweet complexion 


| But beauty and wit, and virtue in rags, 


Have tint the art of gaining affeQion: - 
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 

And caſtles and riggs, and muirs and meadows, 
And naething can catchiour modern ſparks, ' 
But well tocher'd K ger or Jointer'd widows. 


—ůů EEEIEIEY 
The Shepherd Adonis 


HE ſhepherd Adonis s 
Being weary'd with ſport, © 
He, for a retirement, A 
To the woods did reſorrt. 
He chre v by his · club, 1 1 
and he laid himſelf down; 3 3 
He envy d no monar cn 
Nor wiſh d for a crown. | 


He drank of the burn, | ; 40 kane 4 
And he ate frae the tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, | 


And frae trouble was free, 


> » — ——— tg 
— — — — * 
: * 
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He wiſh'd for no nymph, = 
Though never ſo fair, 


Had nae love nor ambition, 


And chere fore no care. 


III. 
But as he Jay thus 
In an ev'ning Jae clear, 
A heav'nly ſweet voice 
- Sounded ſaft in his ear; 
Which came frac a ſhady 
Green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Aminta 
Sat finging of love. | 


He wandered that way, 

And found wha was there, ; 
He was quite confounded 

To ſee her ſo fair: © 
He ſtood like a Ratue, 

Not a foot cou'd he move, 


Nor knew he what griev'd him; 1 : | / | 


But he fear'd it was love. 


V. 


| The nymph ſhe beheld him 


With a kind modeſt grace, 


Seeing ſomething that pleaſed ber = 


Appear in his face, 


With bluſhing a little 


She to him did ſay, 


Bu 


44 


0h ſhepherd ! what want Yes _ TT... 


How came a way ? : h cont 

p vl. ta, | F | 

His ſpirits revivings 5 5 | 
He 16 her reply'd, = 


| was ne'er ſac {urpris'd | 
At the ſight of a madd... 
Untill I deheld the: | 8 
From love L was free; "EN - 4 | 
But now I am ta'en captive, ng 4 
My * by W itz B bai „ HA 1 


at 


444 — en —ů— 


The CoMpLannt, | 


Te B. 1. G. 


To the tone ah, When abſent, Ae. Wee. 


HEN abſent from the mah I e 
I'd fain ſhake of the chains 1 wear; 1 
But whilſt I ſtrive theſe to removes, & 
More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear, 
ly captis*d-fancy dey and night 
Fairer and fairer repreſents 2 
Belinda forin d far dear delight. 
But cruel cauſe of my complaints, 
All day I wander through the groves, | |Þ_ ©— 
And ſighing hear from every tree | 


1 —— _— _ — — — 
— 2 — — * 
* „ * > — 2 


Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, . 


5 128 9 * 
The happy birds chirping their WY 4+ Ml x 
Happy, compar'd with lonely me. . | 


When gentle fleep with balmy wings * He 


To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd Wige, | 
Athonſand fears my fancy brings, 0 
That keep me watching all the night. | 


Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair, =: WA 
And all the graces in her train, | 
With melting ſmiles and killing air | [ 
Appears the cauſe of all my pain. | 

A while my mind delighted fl es An 
O'er all her ſweets with thrilling joy, J 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe,” An 
That all * nn hopes deltror. s 
Thus while my 8 are fix'd on herr, Ti 
I'm all o'er woalport and defire; 
My pulſe beats high, my cheek appears Bu 
All roſes, and mine eyes, all fire. l 
When to myſelf I turn my view, | Ho 
My veins grow-chill,' my check looks wan: l 


I ſcarcely look or move a man. 


h + £3 abs 


The young I Laſs contra — man. 


I 


HE ang he came o'er the erelt 
And his beard new ſhav'n, 


MY) 
Ht look'd at me, as he'd been daſt, 
The carl:trows that I wad hae him, 
Howe awa', Iwinna hae him! a," M8 

Na; forſooth I winna hae him! 
For a' his beard new ſhav'n, FS,” 
Ne er à bit will 1 hae him. ; 


7 . __ .. 
3 - 
N 
8 ” 


A filler broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my curebea nooked, 
| wor'd a wi upon my breaſt; 2 
But ſoon, alake! the tongue o't crooked; 
And ſae may his, I winna hae him, 
Na, for ſooth, I winna hae him, 
Ane twice a bairn's a laſs's jeſt; 
Sae ony fool for me may hae him. 


The carl has nae fault but ane; wo 
For he has 14nd and dollars plenty; 
But. waes me for him! skin and bane- © 
Is no for a plump laſs ot twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him, 
What fignifies his- dirty riggs, 
And caſh, without a man with them. 


ut ſhou d my cankard dady gar 
Me take him 'gainſt my re 2 
warn the fumbler to beware, | 
That antlers dinna claim whole Ration, 
Howt awa, I winna hae him . | 
Na, for ſoo:h, l winna hae him *. 
Vox. I. 5 : 
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I'm gerd to crack the haly hn. r 
Sae lawty ſays I ſhou'd nae hae him; 2 7B b 
. . 22:50, 8) n 
VIRTUE and WIT. I 
The Preſervatives of Love and Beauty, 
To the tune of, Xillitranty. = 
ONFESS thy love, fair bluſhing mak; 
For ſince thine eye's conſenting, Wir 
Thy ſafter thoughts are a' betray'd, | 
And na-fays no worth tenting.  . Wh 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy mind, ! 
With words thy wiſh denyinsz 
Since nature. made thee to be kind, _ 
Reaſon allows GAS 
Nature and reaſons joivt conſent 
Make love a ſacred blefſing, | « 
Then happily that time is ſpent, | 'Q P 
That's war'd on kind careſſing. 11 
Come then, my Katie, to my arms, - a1 Th 
F'1I be nae mair a rover: + oi WM bu 
But find out heav'n in a' thy charm. = Ly: 
And prove a faithful lover, c 
What you deſign, . nature 's law, Logs wel WK 


Is — inclination © 4: 4.4 bat WW 


rm F 

That n bewilds us a 
By its infatuation, 

When that goes out, careſſes tire, 
- And love's nae mair in ſeaſon, 

Srne weakly we blow up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon. 


| | He E. 
The beauties of inferior caſt 
May ſtart this juſt.refleQiong 
But charms, like thine, maun always laſt 
Where wit has the protection. 
Virtue and wit, like April rays, 
Make beauty riſe the ſweeter; 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My love will grow completer, 


„ra- .. 
Lady Anne Bothwell's Lament. 


DALOW, my boy, lie ſtill and ſleep, 
DJ Ir grieves me ſore to hear thee weep: 
if thzou'lt be ſilent, PII be glad, 
Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad, 
Blow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 

Balow, my boy, lie flilt and fleep, 

Ii grieves me ſore tothear thee weep. 


Blow, my darling, fl:zep a while, | 
and when thou wak'ſ then ſweetly ſmile; 
LS 
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Bat ſmile not as thy father did, 
To cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 
For in thine eye his look I ſee, 
The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 1 


When he began to court my love, 
And with his ſugar'd words to move, 
His tempting face and flattering chear, 


In time to me did not appear; 


But now I ſee that cruel he 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 
Balou my boy, 85 


Farewel, fare wel, hs falſeſt e 

That ever kiſs'd a woman's. mouth, 

Let never any after me, 

Submit unto thy courteſy⸗: 

For, if they do, O! cruel thou 

Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balou, my bey, &. 


I was too cred'lous at the firſt, 
To yield thee all a maiden durſt, 
Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 


Thy faich unchang'd, unchang'd thy love; 
But quick as thoaght the change'is 59% ug E 
Thy love's no more, thy FO nh. 4 


Balow, my boy, &c. 


I wiſh I were a maid again, 
From young mens flattery I'd refrain, 


— — — » A BB 
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For now unto my grief I find,. 

They all are perjur'd and unkind? 

pewitching charms bred all my harms, . 

Witneſs my babe lies in my arms. 
Balow, my boy, &c, 


[take my fate from bad to worſe, . 
That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 
and lull my young ſon on my lap, 
From me, ſweet orphan, take the pap, 
Balow, my child, thy mother mild 
Shall wail as 8 all bliſs exil'd. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 3 
Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 
Whoſe greateſt prief's for wronging thee, 
Nor pity her deſerved ſmart, 


Who can blame none but her fond nt. - N | 


For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, 
With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. 
Balow, my boy, We” | 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 


4 
+ Þ; 73» 

++ 

4 * | : 
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When he che ts Y 


of vows and oaths, forgetful he 

Preſer'd the wars to thee and m. 

But now perhaps thy curſe and mine 

Make him eat acorns with the ſwine, - 
Balow, my boy, &c, 


But curſe not him, perhaps tow he, 
stung with remorſe, is blefliag thee: _ 


1 
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Perhaps at death; for who can tell 
Whether the judge of heaven or hell, 

By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 

Balou, my boy, &c. 


J wiſh I were into the bounds, 

Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 

Repeating, as he pants for air, 5 

My name, whom once he call'd his fair. % 

No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, | 

But ſhe}! forgive, though not forget. sh 
Baloau, my boy, &c. | 7 | 


If linen lacks for my love's ſake, „ WF; 
Then quickly to him would I make | 

My ſmock once for his body meet, + H 
And wrap him in that winding ſheet. f 
Ah me! how happy had I been, = 6 
If he had ne'er been wrapt therein. CN 


Balou, my boy, &c. 5 | : 5 þ 


Balow, my boy, In weep for thee; 


Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me; ; q 
Thy griefs are growing to a ſum, 8 
God grant thee patience when they come; | 
. Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, | 
F A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. i: 0d. | 


Balow, my boy, lie ſtiil and ſleep, 
It grieves me fore to hear thee weep, 


Cons ) 
s O N G. 


She roſe FO loot me in. 


HE night her ſilent ſable wore, - 
And gloomy were the skies; 
of glittering ſtars appear'd no more 
Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes. 
When at her father's yate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 
She, ſhrouded only with her fmock, _ 
Aroſe and loot me in. 


Faſt lock'd wichin her cloſe HERON - 


She trembling ſtood aſham'd; 
Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing 1 8855 
And ev'ry touch enflam'd, 
My eager paſſion I obey'd, 

Reſolv'd the fort to win; 70 
And her fond heart was ſoon betray'd 

To yield and let me in. 


Then, A Sept expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the joy; 

I knew no greater- blefling, 
So bleſt a man was I. | 

But ſhe, all raviſh'd with delight, 
Bid me oft come apainz 

And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
dhe 'd riſe and let me in. 


12 


wk e 
But _ at laſt ſhe prov'd with bairn 
And ſighing tat and-dull, 4 

And I that was as much concern * 
TLook'd een juſt like a fool. = 

Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 

 Repenting her raſh ſin: 
she ſigh'd an&curs'd the fatal hour, | 
That e'er ſhe loot-me in. 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part: 

I lov'd her ſo, I could not leave 

l be charmer of my heart; 


But wedded, and conceal'd our crime: 10 
Thus all was well again, 
And now ſhe thanks the happy time 5 « 


T hat cer: the loot me in. 
«4+ «Gente — tee teetents e 
4 John Ochiltree. I 


ONE s T man, Jobn Ochiltree ; —_ KF 
Mine ain auld John.Ochiltree, ; 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance-as thou was wont to do, 
4% Alake, alake, I wont to do! 
% Ohon, ohon.!- I wont to do! 
t Now wont to do s away frae me, 
Frae filly auld John Ochiltree. 
Honeſt man, John Ochiltree; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree: 


5153 
N 8 


Come anes out o' er the moor to me, | 
And do but what thou dow to- 

« Alike, alake ! I dow to do! 
« Walaways: I dow to do! 

.« To whoſt and hirple o'er my tree, _ 
« My bonny moor powt, is a! I may do. 


2 


W-laways +. John Ochiltree, 
For mony a time | tell'd to thee, 

Thou rade-{ae faſt by ſea and land, 
and wadna keep a bridle hand; 

Thou'd tine the beaſt, thyſell wad . > 
My filly auld John Ochiltree. Wy 

Come to my arms, my bonny thing, 
„And chear me up to hear thee ſig; 

And tell me o'er a“ we hae done, | 
For thoughts maun now my life ſuſtain, _ 


— 


Gae thy ways Jobn Ochiltree : 
Hae done ! it has nae ſar wiꝰ me. 
ll ſet the beaſt in throw the land, . 
She*ll may be fa' in a better hand, 
Even fit thou there and drink oy fill, 3 
For T'l] do as I wont to do fail. e 


9 
* 35 
2 * 


Cray. 
8 0 N G. 


To the tune of, 2 beguil'd the Weber 


| The auld chorus. 


Up ſtairs, down ſtairs, 
Timber ſtairs fear me. 

Im laith to lie a" night my lane, 
And Jobny' s bed * near me. 


Mither dear, I *gin to fear, 
Though Pm baith good and bonny, 
I winna keep; for in my fleep, 
I ſtart and dream of Johny. ; 
When Johny then comes down the glen, 
To woo me, dinna hinder; 
But with-content LY your conſent, 
For wetwa ne'er can finder. 


Better to marry, than miſcarry ; | 
For ſhame and skaith's the clink o't, 

Fo thole the dool, to mount the Rook, 
I downa bide to think o't: 

Sae while *tis time I'll ſhun the crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 

With haunches fow, and een ſae blue, 
To a' the Vocleals binging. 


Had Eppy's apron bidden down, 
The kirk had ne'er a kend it; 


* UE 


4 


At 


To 139 * 
zut when the word's gane through the town; : 
Alake how can ſhe mend it. 
Now Tam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pillar! 
And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk has nae ſiller. 
0 
Now ha'd your tongue, my daughter young, 
Reply'd the kindly mirher, _ 
Get Johny's hand in haly band, 
Syne wap your wealth togither, 
I'm o' the mind, if he be kind, 
.Ye'll do your part diſcreetly; 
And prove a wife, will gar his life, 
And barrel on right ſweetly. 


. hal nn heed eee pendent 


S © N 6. Exe 
To its own proper Tune. | 


IN Thy: laſt, 
On Munanday at morn, 
As through the fields I paſt, 
To view the winter corn, 
1looked me behind, 
And ſaw-come o'er he know, 
And glancing in her apron, - 
With a bonny brent brow,” 


I ſaid; Good-morrow, fair maid, | 


And ſhe right courteouſly „ #15. 


” Xt Tra) 


Return'd a beck, and kindly ſaid, i [Aa. 
Good day, ſweet fir, to you. £7 2H l 
I ſpeer'd, my dear, how far awa? 4 An. 
Do ye intend to gae, li n ©; / 
Quoth ſhe; I mean a mile or twa 
Out o'er yon broomy brae. 
01 
HE. | | , 
Fair maid, I'm thankfu' to my fate, .I 
To have fic company; | | 
For Jam ganging ſtraight that gate, —_ FL 
Where you intend to be. . 
When we had gare a mile or twain, 39 Bu 
1 ſaid to her, My dow, i 
May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bonny mou. 3 +* 


SHE. | 

-Kind Sir, ye are a wi miſtane 

For I am nane of theſe, : 

I hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, 

Than to ruffle womens claiſe: ＋ } 
For may be I kave chofen ane, ugg 544 
And plighted him, my vow, | 
' Wha may do-wi me what he likes, 

And kiſs my bonny mou. | 


1 | "Hy V I 
Na, if ye are contracted, 3 4 

© T hae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, OTE INST 4 $: 
I will gie o'er the play; 1 & 


g 

and chuſe anither will reſper : 
My love and on me rep; 
And let me claſp her round the necks. 
And kiſs her bonn 0 mou - 


SHE. 
0 fir, ye are proud- hearted, 
And laith to be ſaid nay, 
Elſe ye wad neꝰ er a ſtarted 
For ought that I did ſay; 
For women in their modeſty, 


At firſt they winna bow; = 
But if we like your company, 
We'll prove as kind as you, Z 


4-0-4-0-$-0- $-0-$>-$-0-$-0-4>-$-0-$-0-$-0--0-$ | 
8 O N G. 
To the tune of, 7 I never + leave thee, 


| NE day 1 hea Mary tay, 
How ſhall I leave thee? 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me. 
Alas! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me. 
111 live and die for thy ſake; 
Yet never leave thee, 


Sar, lovely Adonis, ſay, 
Has Mary deceiv'd thee? 


0 4 5 
Did e'er her young heart betray 1 
New love, that has griev'd thee? 840125 
My conſtant mind ne'er {hall ſtray, 
Thou may believe me. | 
I'll love thee, lad, night and 9 8 


y I — 
- „ — — a - 
ER... I et I 

q 2 * 


N 
Wl! And never leave thee... 1 | 
i 1 | . 5 19820 St 
Adonis, . youth, 8 

. . Fi 

What can relieve thee? _ | BH 

Can Mary thy anguith ſooth! e T 


This breaſt ſhall receive thee. 
My paſſion can ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee : e 5 1 
Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad, * 
F How ſhall I leave thee? „ 

O! that thought makes me ſad, 5 of 

I'll never leave these. Je 

Where would my Adonis fly? = I 

Why does he prieve me? —_— 

Alas! my poor heart will die, | rn 
If I ſhould leave thee, C 


* 


General Læs r“ 8 March to Longmaſton 
Moor, 


ARCH, march, 
Why the d—do ye na march? 
Stand to your arms, my lads, 
Fight in good order, 
Froat about, ye muſketeers all, 1 : 
Till ye come to the Engliſh border, 
Stand ti l't, and fight like men, 
True goſpel to maintain, 
The parliament blyth to ſee us a- coming, 
When to the kirk we come, 
We'll purge it ilka room, 
Frae Popiſh relies, and a? fic innovations, 
That a' the warld may ſee, 
There's nane i' the right but we, 
of the au ld Scottiſh nation. 
jenny ſhall wear the hood, 
Jocky the ſark of Gop; 
and the kiſt fou of whiſtles, 
That make ſic a cleiro, 
Our pipers l | 4 
Shall hae them al, 
| Whate'er come on it, | 
Buſk up your plaids, my lads, 
Cock up your bonnets, | 
March, march, &c, " 


"6 


1: 


IP * „ 
o wu ARS Yak 


8 O N S ts ne 


"a 
* 2 % : 


To the tune of, / * gar ye be lui, to follws me, 


H-E. $8.42 
DIE v, for a white, my native green plains, 
My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwaig, 
Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent t ira thee, 


8 H E. 413 £20] 
Then tell me the reaſon. thou ** not obeß 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries aways 
Alake, thou deceiver, o'er plaioly I ſee, 
A lover fac roving wes never mind me. r 


— 2 Sat 


The reaſon abs is bring to fate 

That gave mea being without an eſtate, 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, | 
To purchaſe a fortune for 1 t thee, - 


Small ſortune may erve where love has the ſway 
Then Johny be counſel'd nae langer to ſtray, 
For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
Contented I'll ay find a treaſure in thee, 


„ REENT 
O ceaſe, my ** 8 ele ſoon rn betr 
A.weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To fondneſs which may prove a ruin to thee, .. 
A pain to us s baith, and dt hon our to me. 


3 


* 105 4 

bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and .. ye flowers, 
Bear Witneſs; ye watchful inviſible powers, 

If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, . -O 
May naithing propitious e'er ſmile upon me. 


{44-44-4044 hnt rh oh dhe hn trend -. 4 44.4 a a- CU 


'To the tune of, 


U ye, busk ye, my ron bride; 

Bu ye, burk ye, my bonny Marrow : 
lust ye, bust ye, my bonny bride, 

Busk and ge to the braes of Yarrow ;; 
There will we ſport and gather dew; | 

Dancing while lavrocks ſing the morning: 
There learn frae turtles to prove true; 

0 Bell, ne'er vex me with thy . 


To weſtlin ke Flora Yields, 
And when.the beams are kindly warming, 
Nythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair freſtv and charming, 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho? on their banks the roſes bloſſom, | | 
Tet haſtilie they flow to Tweed, 
AD * their PRONE in his boſom, 


Hate ye, haſte Ye, my 3 Bell, | 
Haſte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee;. 
With free conſent my fears repel, 
1] with my love and care reward thee. 
Tor. I, K- 


. 
7 


Let ons of a filly — | 


11 #3 


Thus "OR I Caftly to my fair., n 
Who rais'd my hopes with kind denen a? 
r 1 u 


Since now my bonny Belt s conſenting. 


Corn Riggs are bonny. 


Y Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy. 5 5 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay; 1 \ 

His face is fair and ruddy. * i 
His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize; 

He's ſtately in his wawking; | 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſemgm or 
"Tis heaven to hear him Rs 1 23 


Laſt as I met- Bim on a 8 

Where yellow corn was growing. lo 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, | | 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 


He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad be mine, Mau 
And loo'd me beſt of ony; _ 1 
That gars me like to ſing ſinfyne, - 
O corn riggs are . 6 


Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting; 


For 


(/ 147, * pe 

Then I't comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony . 

He's free to touzle air or late 
Where corn riggs are bonny. . + +: 


8 O N 6. 
We Il a* to Kelſo 20. ugs ia 


\ N I'll awa to er Tweed ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, + 31 od 02 49 
And he ſall be mine, 
Gif ſae he incline,” - 
for I hate is lead 2 . De 


* « 7 Lak 
While young cnn ert 
I'll make it my care, f 
To ſecure my fell in a jo; aba 


I'm no ſic a fool 
To let my blood cool, 


ind ſy ne gae lead apes bel. heh nh ts. hn 


Few words, — lad, 
Will eithly perſuade, 
Tho' bluſhing, I dattly fay, no, 
Gae on with your ſtrains - 
And doubt not to gain, 
Fer I hate to lead apes below, 


* . 
2 
© at 
K 2 2 11 
N 
8 


( 148 ) 
Unty' d to a man, 


Do whate'er we can, * | 
We never can thrive or dow: ALL f 
| Then I will do well, | 
| Do better wha will, 
Aud let them lead apes below. r A N if gol} ay, 8 
Our time is precious. s 
And Gods are gracious 77 
That beauties upon us beſtow-; | 
»Tis not to be thought, alt 
| We got them —_— A 181 | 
Or to be ſet up for a ſhow, - 5 iT 1 
'Tis —_ by votes, 
Come kilt up ye'r coats p 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 3; 
Where the that's bonny 4 L 
May catch a Johny. | i 3 
And never lead apes below, 
; / 


> +> — * 1 


 Villiam and Margaret. > Wl 


An old Ballad. 85 216 


K ad A 85 at 1 fearful ein hoar; 7 

When all were faſt aſleep, ES, 
In glided Margaret's griwly ghoſt, 222 f 
and ſtood at Willian's ſeet. 1 — 5 


0 149 C 

Her face was pale like April mozn * 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 

And clay-cold was her lilly hand 
That held her fable road, Ws. 


$0 ſhall the faireſt fave appear, 
When youth and years are flown Pp 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like che ſpringing flow'r, Sy” 


That ſips the filver dew; ; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek ; 


Juſt op'ning to the view. 


But love had, like #2; PR 04 Sages, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 
The roſe grew pale, and left her chat; 3 
she dy'd before her time. 


Awake !—ſbe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 

[Now let thy pity hear the maid, 

Thy love reſus'd to ſave. | 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur*d ghoſts complain, 

Ard aid the ſecret ſears of _— 
To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy = 
Thy pledge and broken oath, 
K 3 


r 
And give me back my maiden-vow,”* YT Sy 1 
And give me A ws wy 3 : > thi 


How could you NTT face war thy” 

And yet that face forſake ; E- 1 

How could you win that virgin- heart, 70 or a 4 
Yet leave that heart to break? e 


Why did you brötulte love to me, od 
And not that promiſe keep? „ 
Why ſaid you, that my eyes were bright, 8 l 
Yet left theſe eyes to weep ? 067 het e 
How could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet, 
1 And made the ſcarlet pale? 5 
3 And why did I, young witleſs maid, -B . i 
_ Believe the flatt ring tale? 188 


That "I alas ! no more is fair: 
Theſe lips no longer red; 0 

Dark N eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And ev 'ry charm is fled. | 


The bungey worm ae | 
This winding - ſheet I wear: 

And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


But hark thi cock has wat me hence 
A long and late adieu! 

Come ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 

That dy'd for love of you, 


#1 
The lark fung out, the morning cid, 1:09 o 
And rais'd her glilt' ring head! 8 7 


pale William quak'd in ev'ry lind; _ bis +7 
Then, raving, left his bed. F 1 "x7 
He hy'd him to the fatal ola © >; 27 
Where Margaret's body ay n l bat A 


And ſtretch'd him o'er the green bag t tk 
That wrapt her amen ys” 


FT" 
And thrice he call'd on Margaret's da, 
And thrice he wept full ſore : | ; 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke N * 2 more. ; v. M. 


4 


. * 


The Deceiver. 


Win tuneful pipe 4 hearty gs, 
Young Watty wan my heart; 
Ablyther lad ye cou'dna fee, ä 
„ beauty without art. 1 
His winning tale | 4 
Did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond belief; 
But ſoon the ſwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 
K 6+ as 7 FER 


San 


( 152 3 
Tho Colin eourts with tuneful ſang, 8 
vet few regard his mane 
The laſſes a round Watty thrang, 
While Colin's left ape: 2 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſeen 
A lad that gave ſic pain. 
He daily woos, 


And ſtill purſues. 


Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he ee. n 


But ſoon as he has gaigfd the bliſs, 14 
Away then does he run . 
And 3 will afford a * 
5 To ſilly me undene: 
Bonny Katy, 
Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving ſwain ; | 
His wyly. tongune 
Be ſure to ſhun, _ the. 
Or you like me, or you like me, 


Like me will be undone. 5 2. ? 


Sweet Suſan. 
To the tune of, Leader-ha ughs, 5 


1. i 
HE morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing; 


{( 153 ) 


Abe buds did-bow with-filver dew, © © 


Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: 


When on the beat, with blyth content, LED! | 


Young Jamie ſang his marrow, 
Nae bonnier laſs e'er trode the graſs 
On Leader haughs and Yarrow. 


II. | 
How ſweet her face, hes ev'ry grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted ; 
Her ſmiling een, and comely mein 
That nae perfection wanted. 
I'll never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow; 
If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow, 


| n.. 
Yet the'-ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare | 
Of every charm inchanting, | 
Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kill | 
Poor me, if love be-wanting. 
0 bonny laſs, ! have but the grace 
To think, .cre ye gae furder, 
Your. joys maun flit, if ye commit 
The crying ſin of er. 


Iv. 
My wand' ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
And night and day affright ye 
But if ye're kind, with joyful mind, 
Il Rudy to delight ye. 7 
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Our years around with love thus crown'd, 11 
From all things joys ſhall borroW ; 

Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than ve 4 
On Leader rel and Yarrow. 


v. | 
0 8 sug! "tis caly you 
Can make life worth my wiſhes, 
If equal love your mind can move 5 : 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes. | 
Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown _ 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom : 4 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 
I'll flouriſh in thy boſom. | 


CN — — 
Cow don · Knows. 


HEN abr ure the ſwains on Tedd 
Sing their ſueceſsful loves, 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And mufick Wlerhe n. 2 


But my lov'd frag is then the broom - 


| So fair on Cowdon knows; 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo foft a bioem a 
Elſe where there never grows. 


Tbere Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 

And won my yielding heart; 
No ſhepherd eter that dwelt on Tweed 
Could play with half ſuch att. 


ed 


. 

He fung of Tay, of Forth, and ci yde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

of Leader hanghs, and Leader ile, 
Oh! -how 1 bleſs _ ſound, | 


; Yet a more delightful is © broom 
So fair on Cowdon- knows; 
For ſure fo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 
Elſewhere cy never grows. 


Not Tiviot braes ſo green and Say 
May with his broom compare, 4 | 

Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair. | 


More pleaſing far are Cowdon-knows, : 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At even among the broom. 3 


Le powers that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed-with Tiviot flows, 

Convey me to the beſt of ſwains - 
And my lov'd Cowdon-knows. „ 


— — — 
San oy. and Betty, 


YAN D Yi in Edinburgh » was bee, 
As blyth a lad as Cer gade 2 


* 


i (5166) 
Betty did Stafford · ſhire adorn 
Wich all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


Had Sandy till remain'd. at hase „ö 
He had not blinkt on Betty's ſmile: 
For why he caught the gentle flame 
On this fide Tweed full many a mile. 


She, like the Tragrant violet, : 
Still -fouriſh'd in her native mead : : 
He, like the ſtream, improving yet 15 
The further from his fountain - heaeke. 


The ſtream muſt now no farther-firay; 1 


A fountain fix d by Venus power 1 

In his clear boſom, to diſplay - © Il © 

The beauties of his bord'ring flower. R 

When gracious Anna did ute 

I Two jarring nations into ene, 5 | 
She bade them mutually unite, OY 

And make each other's good their own, - a 

3 , 

Henceforth'let each returning year WT © 

The roſe and thiſtle bear one fiem : : 1 
The thiſtle be the roſe's ſpear, 9281 For | 


The roſe the thiſtle's diadem. 


The queen of Britain's high decree, „ 
The queen of love is bound to keep; 

Inna the ſovereign of the ſea, 
venus the daughter of the deep. W. . 


1. MY * 
TIED 
* 5 - 
4 Y- * 
? 5 os * d „ * 
Fg f F o - „ 
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* HE widow can bake, andthe widow-can brew, 
The widow can maße, and the widow cau 
ſew, , 

And mony braw things the widow can do; 

Then have at the widow, my laddie. 

With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her you m:nna be blate, 
Speak well and do better, fur that's the belt” gate 

To win a young me my. r | 


The widow: ſhe's youthfu”, and never ac hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 
Of every thing lovely, ihe's witty and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie. i 
What cou'd you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt in the town. 
With naithing, but draw in your ſtooband fit down, 
And fport with the widow, my laddiee © + 


Then tilber and killer with courtefie 'dead, | 
4 Tho? ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead; 
5 Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed | 
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 
Strike iron while tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 
For fortune ay favours the active and buuld, 
1 But ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, * 
Uafit for the widow, my laddie. 


(7 158; 
The Highland Laftie. 


0. 
"THE lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawey; „ 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 4 
Like my good humour'd highland lade. 1 8 T 


0 my bonny; banny highland laſſie. 

My heartie ſmiling highland laſſie, | 5 
May never care make thee leſs fair, - I 
But bloom of youth ftill ble{s my laſſte. I 


Than ony laſs in borrows-town, 
+ Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, “ 
I'd tak my Katy but a gown. ö 
Bare · footed in her little: coatie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


each the * or brecken buſn, > ih $f | 
Whene'er I kiſs and court my dautiez.. H 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 

My pr ages beart gangs pie. partie,”. 
0 my e 


O'er bigheſt 3 hills PII "il 
With cockit gun and ratches tent, 


To drive the deer out of their den, 1 34428 V 
To feaſt my laſs on diſhes day, | | 


0 my bonny, TH: ; edt au : ten BY 


There's nane - ſhall ” be deed or . 
*Gainſt her to wag a tongue or fingers 


( 159.) 

While can weild my truſty ſword, .. < 
or frae my fſide-whiſk. out a Es. 

0-my bonny , &c. 


The mountains cled with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treature:- 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom. 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, 
0'my-bonny, bonny highland laſſie,. 
My lovely ſmiling highland laſſie, 
May never care make tee leſs fair, 


But bloom wad youth ſtill wn my 4: 325 


> * . 

* 
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Jocky blyth and I 2 


LYTH Jocky young and gay, 
Is all my heart's delight; 
He's all my talk by dar.... 
And all my dreams by night, 
If from the lad J be, 
'Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 5 
Tis dunner all the year. 


. 


When 1 and mak met _—” „ 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, „ [ 
Right ſweetly he me tret, | n 
And love was all his tale. 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That flaw my heart frae me; 


(* 160 ) * 
O eaſe me of my pain, 7 dee wb 
And never {haw diſdain, £27 


Well can my Jocky dicks 
His love and courteſie, 


He made my heart full blyth- 
When he firſt ſpake ro me, 
His ſuit I ill deny'd, 
He kiſs'd, and 1 comply d; 
Sae Jocky promis'd me, 
That he wad faithful be. 


F'm glad when Jocky comes, 

Sad when he gangs away; - 

Tis night when Jocky glooms, 

But when heſmiles tis day. : 

When our eyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh and faint; 
What laſs that wad be king; | 
Can better tell her mind? Q. 


— — ee 
The Braes of Yarrow, 


USK ye, buſk ye, my 1 bonny bade, \ 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow;” © 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride, 
And let us leave the braes of Yarrow; © 


a | 7" 161 ) 

Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, © 
Where got ye that winſome marrow ? ” 

I got her where I durſt not well be. ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of wee, ä 


Weep not, weep not, my 18087 bonny bids, © 
Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow, = 
Nor let thy heart lament to leave 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


Why does the weep, thy bonny wag bride? 
Why does ſhe weep thy winſome marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair well be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braces of Yarrow ? 


Lang muſt ſhe weep, lang muſt ſhe, muſt ſhe weep, 
Lang muſt ſhe weep with dole and ſorrow, 

And lang muſt I nae mair well be ſeen _ 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


For ſhe has tint ber lover, lover dear, 
ner lover dear, the cauſe of ſorrow. 
„And I have ſlain the comelieſt ſwain, 
That ever pued birks on the braes of Yarrow, 


Why runs thy fiream, O' Yarrow, Yarrow, reid ? 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow, _ 
Aud why yon melancholious weeds, _ + 
- I Hong on the bonny birks of Yarrow 2 35 8 


What's yonder floats on the rue ful, ruefol flood 2 
What's vonder flats? O dole and Torrow 
Vol. I. L 
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Fs the comets fmain Jillew N 4g 
© Upon the doletul braes of Farrow. 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds bis 3 in terms, 
His wounds in tears of dole and ſorrow, 

And wrap his limbs in. -mourning weeds, . 

And lay him on the braes of Yarrow, 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters fad, 
Ye ſiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 

And weep around in woeful wiſe, _ 

His helpleſs fate on the braes of Yarrow, 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt, 
His comely brealt on the braes of Yarrow. 


Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 

And warn from fight ? but to 3 

Too raſhly bold, a ſtronger arm 

Thou met'ſt, and fell on the braes of Yarrow. | 


sweet ſmells the birk, green 1 green grows the 
Yeliow on Yarrow's braces the gowan, ( grafs, 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, a 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet, as ſweet, as ſweet flows T wel, 
As green its graſs, its gowan as yellow, 

As ſweet ſmells on its braes the birk, 

The apple from its rocks as mellow. 


— 


als, 


ed 


Much I rejoic'd that-woeful, woeful day, 


"163. 
Fair was ; thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love, 


I: #0%ry bands thou didſt him fetter; 


1%. be was fair, and well belov'd again, 


Than me he never lov'd thee better, 


Pu ye, then buſk, my bonny bonny bride, . 
babe ye, then buſk, my winſome marrow, _ 
Bulk ye, and loe me on the banks of Tweed, 
and think-nae mair on the braes of Yarrow, - 


How can I buſk a bonny bonny bride, 

How can I bufk a winſome marrow, 

How loe him on the banks of Tweed, 

That fl2w my love on the braes of Yarrow? | 


0 Yarrow fields may never, never rain, 
Nor dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was vilely kill'd my love, 
My love as he had not been a lover, 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, twas my awn ſewing, | 
ah! wretched me, I little. little knew, 

He was in Thoſe: to 1 ruin. 


The hs took out his milk. white, milk. whi ite Reed S 


Vaheedful of my dole and ſorrow, | \ 
But e'er the toofal of the night, . 
lle lay a corps oa the brats of Varro. 


| ſung, my voice the woods returning, 
jo | a L 2 


— 


But lang e er night, the ſpear was flown 
That flew * love, and left me mourning. "I? 


o 
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What can my n barbarous father do, 

But with his cruel rage purſue me ? © OE 
My lover's blood is on thy fpear ; N 
How can't thou, barbarous man, then woo. ms? 


My happy filters may be, may be a 
With cruel and ungentle ſcoffing, 

May bid me ſeek on Yarrow's. braes 
My lover nail'd in his coffin, _ 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 

And ſtrive with threating words to move me, 
My lover's blood is on thy ſpear, 

How canit thou ever bid me love thee ? 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed; the bed of love, ; 
With. bridal- ſheets my body cover, 4 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, MW ( 
Let in the expected huſband lover. | 4 


But who the expected huſband huſband i is? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in laughter. | 8 
Ah me ! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 


Comes, in his pale . bleeding after? 0 
Pale as he i is, here lay (OY lay him down, f 5 E 

© lay his cold head on my pillow; | 

Take aff; take aff theſe bridal weeds, ; 0 


And crown my careful head with yellow. 


* 
883% 

DP 
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FT I 1} 
Pale tho* thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt belov'd, 24 
o could my warmth to life reſtore the: 
Yet lie all night between my breaſts ; 

No youth lay ever there before thee. 


pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely out!! 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a ſlaughterrrr 
And lie all night between my breaſts, k 
No youth ſhall ever lie there after. - 


Return, return, O mournful, mouraful bride, | 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, ond 
Thy lover heeds nought of thy ſighs, 

He lies a corps in the braes of Yarrow. _ 


-C. -=. 4.0. . 4. 4. . 4. 4. 4. .-. 
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Betſey wilt thou gang wi' me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the A LORD * 


Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cott, and ruſſet gown? 

Nae langer dreſs'd in ſiiken ſheen, n, 
Nae langer deck d wi” je wels rare; 

Say can'ſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 5 
Where thou was faireſt of the fair, #7: 


0 Betſey when thou'rt far awa, apes 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind ? | 
Say can ſt thou face the flaik 7 ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink before the warping wind? 
O can that ſaft and gentleſt mien, | 
derereſt hardſhips learn to bear, 
| L 3 


TT") 


3 fad, regret each courtly ſeene Mo! 
Where thou was faireſt of the fair? 
O Betſey can't thou love ſo true, 
Thro' perils ke en wi' me to gae? 77 N 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, ; 
To ſhare with him the pang of wae? - Wn 
And when invading pains befall, : 82 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, e 
Nor, wiſhful, thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
: | Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? 4 
And when at Jaſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, - v 
And chear with ſmiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou oer his much lov'd clay, = F 
A Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear, : 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo ga, : MW x 


Where thou waſt faireſt, of the fair? __ , 


- AB e 


Sung by Mr Vernon, ' ] 
| | * ; 3 
Love, I doat, 1 rave with pain, 5 F 
No comfort's in my mind, | : I Ft ; 
Tho' ne'er cou'd be a happier ſain, "rs 


Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 
For when as long her chains I've. worn, 
-I ſeek relief from ien 


OY 


0 — * * * " > IF 
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$he only gives r me looks of ſcorn, _ _ 
Alas twill break my heart, © 


u. £3 
My rivals rich in worldly ſtore, 3 
May offer heaps of gold; „ 
But ſurely I, a heav'n A 
Too precious to be ſold: 5 "Fi 
Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize, 
For wealth, and not deſert ; 
And my poor fighs-and tears deſpile, 
Alas twill break my heart. * W 


e 

When like ſome panting hoy” ring dove, 1 

I for my bliſs contend, 2 
And plead the cauſe of eager Jove, 3 

She coldly calls me ſrieng 
Ah Sylvia, thus ih vain you ſtrive, 12 

To act a healer's part; r : 
'Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive, 


25 Alas, and break my Heart. 1 11 


A W. ed nos LEH 'S 

But Sylvia, when this codguaies won, 1 
And I am dead and cold. „„ TOR. 

Renounce the cruel deed you've done, | 
Nor glory when 'tis told: | 

For ev'ry lovely gen'rous' Maid, | IHR 

Will take my injur'd part, DEL 

And bl 18 


zwe 3 ce, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For Ma my poor heart. 


= 0 — — 
Had away” from me, Donald. 


Come away, come away, 
Come away wi me, Jenny; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 
Whaſe ſæiles anes raviſh' dme, jenny; 2 
If you'll be kind, you Il never find 
That ought ſhall alter me, Jenny; 
For you're the miſtreſs of my mind, 
Whate'er you. think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlar” d my heart, 
| You ſeem'd to favour me, Jenny; _ 
But now, alas I you act a part . 
That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Jenny; 3. 
VUnconſtancy is fic a vice, x 
Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; ; 
It ſuits not with your virtue nice 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny. . 


F 8 
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Had away, had away, J 
Had away frae me, Donald; 
Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Donald: 
Some fickle miſtreſs you may find - 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 
To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 
And nae leſs. Rind to thee, Donald. 


e een, 


e 
* v4 4 F 
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zut I've a heart that's naething ſuch, 
'Tis fill'd with honeſty; Donald. 
Pl ne er love mony, I'll love much, 
[ hate all levity, Donald. | 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
ror words of falſhood ll defend, _ 
A roving love like thine, Donald, "= 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt am 
[ frankly favour'd you, Donald; © 
Apparent worth and fair renownF. 
Made me believe you true, Donald, wy |” 
Ilk virtue then feern'd to adorn — 
The man eſteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the mask fallen af, I ſcorn 
To ware a thou nn thee, Donald, 


3nd now, for ever, had „ 
Had away frae me, Donald; ö KC 
Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, | | 
And come nae mair to me, Donald ; 
For I'll reſerve myſell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
if fic a ane J canna find, | 
I'll ne'er love man, nor thee, Donald. 2 


2 0 N 4 5 
Then Im thy man, and falſe report: 
Has only tald a lie, Jenny; > 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 


co) 


| 7 E NNY, 1 " * 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, f 
Then come away to me, Donald; 1 


I'm well content, ne'er to repennt 


« 
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Todlen butt, and todlen ben. 


HEN I've a ſaxpence under my 5 
| Then i'll get credit in ilka town: 
But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by; 


O] poverty parts good company, _ * 
Todlen hame, lodlen bam, 5 
Coudna my love come todlen hame. © 


Fair · fa the Nodes nod ſend her 800d ſale, © 
she gies us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if her tippony chance to be ſma', 6 
Well take a good ſcuor o't and cat awa', 
Todlen hame, tolden hame, . ” F 
As round as a neep come todlen hone. ag 
My kimmer and 1 >: down ws 
And twa pint ſtoups at our bed's feet; 
And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry: 0 
What think ye of my wee kimmer and [? 
 Todlen butt, aud todlen ben, | 
Sae round as my- love comes. u todlen lame. 


le, 


TY 


** ) 
Leere me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
ve're ſae good humour'd when weeting your mou; 
When ſober ſae ſour; yell fight with a flee, 
That ?tis a blyth ſight to the bairns and me, 
When todlen hame, todlen hame, | 
When round as a neep ye come todlen hame.” 2 


ren ren lrnrnte heron tents „K 


The auld Man's beſt 2 


py 


To the tune of, Widow, are ye waking | 


Wha' s that at my chamber-door ? 
0 « Pair widow, are ye waykin ! * 
Auld carl, your ſuit give o'er, 

Your love lies a in tawking, 
Cie me a lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April meadow; | 
'Tis ſic as he can bleſs the fight, | + 
And boſom! of a widow, - © 9 9 


* 


«0 wits; alia thou let me in, 
«© I'm pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 
«* And come of a right gentle kin; 
« I'm little mair than fifty,” ? 


Daft caol, dit your mouth, 


What ſignifies how pawky, 4 | ? ©. 4 
Or gentle born ye be,—bot youth, 
In love you: r bot a gawky. 3 


„Then widow, let theſe guineas ſpeak; 
«That powerfully plead clinkan, ' 


9 
9 


1 
And if they fail my mouth L'll ſteek, 


And nae-mair love will think * 4 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, | 
I think they make you young, Sir, co 
And ten times better can expreſs 
Alfection, than your tongue, Sir. A 


F An 


Rob's Jock. A very old Ballad, | 


OB's Jock came to woo our Jenny, 

On ae feaſt day when we were ſou: 
She brankit faſt and made her bonny, 

And ſaid,; Jock, come ye here to woo ? 

She burniſt her baith breaſt and brou, | 
And made her clear as ony clock: 

Then ſpak her dame, and ſaid, I tron 
Te come to woo our Jenny, Jock. 


Jocxk ſaid, Forſuith; I yern tu' fain = 
To Juk my head, and fit down by yon: : 
Then ſpak her minny, and ſaid again, 
My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. _ 
Tehie ! quoth Jenny, kick, kick, I ſee jou: ä 
Minny, yon man makes but a mock... _ 
Deil hae the liers—fu? lies me o yu, 
A come to woo your, Jenny, quo Jock, 


My bairn has tocher of her awin: | 
A guſe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 
A ſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawin, 
A bakebread, and a bannock-ſlane; „ 


">. 
IE 
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A pig, a pot, and a kirn = ben, . 
& kame but a kaming ſtock; Ha 

With cogs and luggies nine or ten: 
come * to woo our Jonny, your ?” 


A wecht, a peet creel and a at 
A pair of clips, a graip, a flail, 
An ark, am ambry, and a ladle, 
A milſie, and a ſowen-pale, 
A rouſty whitthe-to ſhear the kail, 
And a timber mell the bear to knock; 
Twa ſhelfs made of an auld fir dale: 
Come ye to woe our Jenny, Jock? b 
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A form, a furlet, and a peck, 
A rock, a reel, and a wheel- band, 
A tub, a barrow,. and a ſeck, 
A ſpurtle braid, and an elwand. 
Then Jock took Jenny be the hand, 
And cry'd a feaſt! and flew a cock, 
And made a bridal upo' land, 5 
Now have ! got your Jenny, quo Jock. C2 


Now as; I have your dochter marri'd, 
And tho'-ye make it ne er fae tough, 
1 let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarried, | 
It's well kent I have geer enough 7 a 
An auld gaw'd gloy'd fell owre a _ F 
A ſpade, a ſpeet, a ſpur, a fock: 
Withouten owſen I have a pleugh; __ 
May that no {er xour Jenny, quo Jock: ? 


« % 


| ( 94 F 
A treen trencher, a ram horn ſpoon, 
Twa buits of barkit blaſint leather, 
A graith that grains to coble ſhoon, 
And a thraweruik to-twine a tether, 


Two crocks that moup amang the heather, 


A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 
A teugh purſe made of a ſwine's blather, 
To had your tocher, Nang, quo Ys | 


Good elding for our winter fire, 
A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 
Airake of iron to clat the bire, 
A denk about the dubs to paddle, - 
The pannel of an auld led ſaddle, 
And Rob my eem hecht me a ſtock,” 
Twa laſty lips to lick a laddle. 
May thir nae gane you Jenny, qmwJock? £7 


A pair of hame 8 and becchom fan, 0 
And without bitts a bridle renzie, 
A ſark made of the linkome twine, 
A gay green cloak that will not ſtenzie; 
Mair yet in ſt ore. — I needna fenzie, 
Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock! 
And are not thae a wakrife menzie;- 
To gae to bed with Jenny and Jock ? 


Tak thir for my part of the feaſt, 

It is well knawin Jam well bodin: 
Ye need not fav my part is leaſt, 

Were they as meikle as they'r lodin, | 


4 
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The wife ſpeerd gin the kail was fodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brokz _ 

The roſt was teugh as raploch hodin, x * 
With which they feaſted Jenny and Jock. 


r eſe ee ip pe ripe ee ee pe pee 1p ve pd ee 


71 its own proper Tu, une. 


LTHO' I be bar a country u, £2 
Yet a lofty mind I bear-, 4 

And think myſell as good as a e 
That rich apparel wear —O. 

Altho' my gown be hae pon grey * S570 SBI 
My ſkin it is as ſaft— 0, | 05 

As them that ſatin weeds — wear, 
And carry their heads aloft 0. 


What tho? I keep my father's ſneep, 
The thing that mult be done O0, 


With garlands of the fineſt flowers, „ 


To ſhade me frae the ſun—O, f 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, r 

Where graſs and flowers do go, : 
Then on a flowery bank at noon, © 

I ſet me down and ſing- O. 


My Paifly piggy cork'd with ſage, 

Contains my drink but thin—0; 
o wines do e'er my brains enrage 
Or tempt my mind to fin—O, 


* 1 
My country curds, and wooden _—_— | 
I thinkthem unco fine—QO, . 
And on a flowery bank at non, 

I ſet me down and dine. 0. 


' Altho? my parents cannot raiſe 
Great bags of ſhining gold O, 


Like them whoſe daughters, now-a- days, 


Like ſwine are bought and ſold 0; 
Yet my fair body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt heart within—0; _ | 
And for twice fifty thoufand crowns - 

I value not — | | 


I ve nae gums upon my hair, 
Nor chains about my neek—9, _ 
Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, 


My fingers ſtraight to deck—O;.: _.- 


But fur that lad to me ſhall fa? 
And I have grace to wed—9, . 
I'll keep a jewel worth them a 
I mean my * 


If canny fortune give tome _ 
The man I dearly love—0, | | 

Tho' we want gear, I dinna care, 
My hands I can improve 0, 

Expecting for a bleſſing ſtill. 
Deſcending from above 0, 

Then we'll embrace, and ſweetly kiſs, 
_ Repeating tales of love. 


7 m7 * 
Waly; way, gin Lore be toon. 


Waly, r up Weben 
And waly, waly down the brae, 

And waly, waly yon burn ſide, 

Where I and my love wont to r 
Ilean'd my back unto an aik, T4 

| thought it was a traſty tre 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brake; 

dae my true 2 you u me. 


9 S 


0 waly, wits. bit hos be alk 
A little time while it is new, | 
But when 'tis auld it waxeth 'canld, 
And fades away like the morning dew. 
0 wherefore ſhould I bufk my head? = 
Or wherefore ſhould I kame my hair? * 
For my true love has me forſook; 
And lays he'll. never . me mair. 


Now Amend {ſhall be my bed, 
The ſheets ſhall.ne'er be fyl'd by me, 
Saint Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 
Since my true love has forſaken; me. 


Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, * 


And ſhake the green leaves off the tree? 
0 gentle death, when wilt thou come 5 
For of. my wa I am: Welty | 


'Tis nor ah frolt KY Eg fell, | 
Nor blawing, ſnaw's inclemency 2 - | 
Vee 1 © | 


. 


1 
* 8 2 


(98) 
*Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry, 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by Glaſgow town, = 
We were a comely a 
My love was clad in the black velvet, | 
And 1 myſell i in eramaſie. | 75 


But had I wiſt before I kiſe'd, | 

That love had been ſac ill to win, 

I'd lock'd my heart in a caſe of — 
And pin'd it with a filver pin 

Oh, oh! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 

And I myſell were dead and gane 
For a maid again I'll never be. 2. 


- 


The loving Laſs and the ſpinning Wheel, 


8 I ſat at my ſpinning wheel, 
A bonny lad was paſting by: 


I view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, : 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. p 
My heart new panting gan to feet, x 
But fill Tturn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 
With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
And ſtill mair Jovely did appear; 4 
And round about my flender waſte 2 7 
He claſp'd his arms, and me bras ; 1 v 
To kiſs my band, ſyne down did _ C 


As I fat at my tm 


1 


\ 


a, 


Ayo) 
My milk white Danes he did extoly : 
And prais'd my 5 ngers lang and . 
And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever con'd with me compare. 3 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 


ut till i turg'd my ſpinningewherl.) 


Akho' I ſeemingly did chide. 100 
Yet he wad never be deny d, * 5 55 Ax | 
But ſtill declar'd his love the Ot apy 
Until my heart was wounded 8 
That I my love could ſcarce = 2 8 by 


Yet ſtill I tuen my wpinirg kings 3 


My hanks of TEIN my rock and reel, a al 
My winnels and my {pipning-wheel ; . 
ne bid me leave them all with . ** 
Ad gang with him to yonder mead ; 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did wry 
Yet ſtill I turn'd 1 wy Lang Þ wheel. 


About my neck his arm he ETS Tags 
And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonny maid, | 
And with me to yon hay cock go, | 
I'll teach thee better wark to do. 


In trouth I ld the motion weel, View 4 
And loot alane my Ane dend Oy 


Among the pleaſant cogks. of hay, b 
Then with my bonny lad Tlay; © 
What laſſſe, Foung and ſaft as J. 
Cou'd-fic a handſome lad e e 
NM 2 oe 


7 : 
- > JS + 


7 160 5 
Theſe pleaſures I cannot Joveat, 


| 

That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning- wheel. , 
fr. tu. ; 
Oer the hills and far away. . 


o CKY-met with Jenny fair, | : 8 5 
Aft be the dawing of the daye , 
But Jocky now is fo” of care, _ 
Since Jenny ſtaw his heart away: 
Altho' ſlie promis'd to be true, 
She proven has, alake !} unkind; 


Which gars poor Jocky often rue, 


| | That he &er loo'd a fickle mind. 2 
1 Aud its oer the hills and far au 
_ Its Cer the hills and far away,. 
Its der the hills and far away, 5 
+ The'wind has blown my Held away. 
14 
. Now Jocky was a bony | lad... .... 
N 4 As e'er was born in Scotland fair; 
[ Y But. now, poor man, he's e en gane wood, 
= Since Jenny has gart bim deſpair, | 
1 Young Jocky was a piper's ſon, 
i And fell in love when he was young: 
4 But a' the ſprings that he could play. . 
| = Was o'er the hills and far away,  _ 
| | And its o'er the hills, & . B 8 
1 He ſung when firſt my Jenny's face £ 2 1 | * 
'q 1 ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd ſac fu” of grace, — Pr 


With meikle joy my rp was ir * £ as 2 
That's now, alas 1 with ſorrow kill'd. % 
oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, gras; 


7” 3% C £5. $ 
_— uf 121241 nos - 7 1 4 


„ Twad put an end to my deſpair, . 


* 


laſtead of that ſhe is vakind, av Wh ; P To 
And wavers like the winter wind. EC 
| And ita 7 er the bills, &c, SY N 5 = 6 


Ah? could ſhe find the diſmal wh: N 
That for her ſake I undergae, 
She cou'd not chuſe dat Bratt . 
And put an end to a- my grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as fauſe as fair. 
Which cauſes a' my ſighs and care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdainn 
And takes a pleafure in my pain. 14 vnj,iet Cy 


= W „ * 
3 - 404 - 
13% — 


And its o'er the . _ ee ans oh 7 e 
Mere 31597 anno 
Hard was my hap to fa? in en ed bus galt 
bwich ane that does fac faithleſs prove. cot SH 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, bn 1 


That has my conſtant beart kevtayfd..; ed BU 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 4 


She wad be true for evermairtr rn: 

But to my grief, alake;/I ſay, : $1594 vita} | 

the ſtaw my heart, and ran away. xy. 
Aud its o er the wy Kc. e #0178 de 


Since that ſhe will re; 72 £91} Bir 
| maun gae wander for her ſake, 566 D107 $88 
and in ilk wood and gloomy grove, | © 
ll ighing ſing, Adieu to love, 
3 


af \ 182 
Since The is laue whom L adore, | 


I'll never truſt a womau more: 1 | 
Frae a* their charms I'll flee away, _ 
And on my pipe T'll ſweetly play, a | 


Oer hills and dales'and far aways _ a Fre A 
Out ver the hills and far away, SR 
Out ver the hills and far away, © 
The wind has blaaus my plaid away... 2 


Jenny Nenles A % © 


AW eye -Jeany Nettles, . ; 
Jenny Nettles, ee 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles : 
Coming frae the market; 
= Bag and baggage on her back, 
14 Her fee and bountieth in ber lap; g 
„ Bag and baggage on her back, 
"A And a babie in oy oxter. 70 
10 . 
6 | I met ayont the cairny, Wer ' 
i Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 
5 Singing till her bairny, , 7 
| Robin Rattle's baſtard; 
= To flee the. dool ups the ſtool, 
| And ilka ane that mocks her, 2 90 top 
..% She round about ſeeks Robin out, Fa us 
1 To ſtap it in his oxter. 18 4 


(#83 55 
Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle, i 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle; 
7, ſy! Robin Rattle, 
Uſe Jenny Nettles kindly : - - 
Score out the blame, and ſhun the 3 


And without mair debate o' t, e eee 4 hog 


Take hame your wain, make Jenny fain 
The leel and leeſome gate ˙t. 


eee. * ͥ .C² . 4 


| Jocky? s fu and eure I ain, 
OC KY fu, Jenny fait, 


Jenny was nae ill to gain, - N 


She was couthy, he was king. 
And thus the wooer Ty bis mind, 


4% * 
: V {is Y £1 


Jenny, Pll nae mair bende 


Love alane can gr e n dels 


s + wa Sa &% 


Others ſeek they kenna what; 


In looks and carriage, and a? that; n 907 


Give me love, for her I cure: 
Love in love makes a' the port. 


* 7% " Y 
* 477 7-3-4 


Colours mingled unco file. 


Common motives lang finſyne, 
Never can engage my love, 
Until my fancy firſt approve. 

4 M 4 


Ci e me love at ony pricey © 29907 009 208 


I winna prig for red or whyt,' © 4 nN 


pom 
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—: . . DI RIANAER 


Of a zephyr ſo gentle, 


For to match you and Suſii cee 


( 184 ] 
It is nae meat but appetite - 
That makes our eating a'delyt 4 
Beauty is at beſt deceit ; | 
Fancy only kens nae cheat, 


i 
* 
a. m- Su 


* [ 


A n e 1 : OO 


'To > the tune of, ah apron, Ins 


"= town 
7.4 M 7 E. id 4! | 
ile our flocks are a e 2 
And we're yoid of care 
a Sandy, let 2, oe 4 ; 
To praiſe of the fairs .  — in 
For, inſpir d by my Suſie, 1 
'T'l-fing in ſuch, laßfs J Wo 
That Pas, were he judge, . 
-Muſt allow me the bays. 


SANDY. — $2 Oo 
While under this hawthorn We tad | 
We lie at our eaſe, — CCC 
By a wuſical ſtream, . 
And refreſh'd by eben 8 I An 


Ves, Jamie, Pll try 


Dear Katie and I, 


YC 105 5 
7AMIE. 20 e 
Tol my Salle fo def 167 e e 
* she's without compare, 
sbes ſo comely, ſo good. 

1 And ſo charmingly fair: 
* Wore, the Gods were at pains 
T To make ſo complete 
. 4 nymph, that for love 
There was ne'er one ſo meet. 


SANDY. AN 8 
oh my Katie's ſo bright, 5116 
* She's ſo witty and gaeyy nn 
Lore, join'd with the graces, K 12,54.28 £ UfE 
. Around her looks play. - _ 
nn her mien ſhe's ſo graceſul, 
In her humour ſo free: 1 N 
ore the Gods never framd %% 1 
\ A maid fairer than ſhe, © © 


JAMIE. 2 
Had my Suſie been there 
When the ſhepherd declard 4 IAG, Dl 
For the lady of Lemnos, *' © 8 


2 


She had loſt his regard: Sos 4 ga08 , 
And o'ercome by a preſence” * MN 30% 
More beauteouſly bright, ; 4/5 4 520 
He had own'd her undone, e oe gle 3 Sie , 


SANDY, 
Not fair Helen of Greece, 


Nor all the whole train, 


Either of real beauties, 
Or thoſe poets feign, 


-Cou'd be match'd with my Katie, 


Whoſe every ſweet charm, 
May conquer belt judges, 
And coldeſt hearts warm. 


JAMIE. 
Neither riches nor honour, 
Or any thing great, 

Do I ask of the Gods 

But that this be my fate, 
That my Suſie to all | 

My kind wiſhes: — . 
For with her would I live, 


And with her I would die. 


SANDT. 


If the fates give me Katie, 


And her I enjoy, 
T have all my deſires; 
Nought can me annoy: 


For my charmer-has every - | 


Delight in ſuch ſtore, 
| She'll make me more happy | 


(186) 


Than ſwain &er betore. 


49), 


A Favourite Scorch Song, 


Sung by Mrs ifi. 


. Mg > 
E verdant woods, ye ehryſtal ficeams, 1 
I On whoſe enamell'd fide, = 
Iſhar'd the ſun's refreſhing beams, 
While Jockey was my guide. 
Xo more their ſhades or curmurs e, 
poor Sylvia's Iove · ſick mind ; _ . 
No rural ſcenes can give me eaſe, 
Since. 4 oc proves unkind. 


i It | 
come gloomy-eve-and veil the-iky 
With clouds of darkeſt hue ; 
Wither ye plants, ye flowrets 4 5 
Unchear'd with balmy dew. 
Ye wildly. warbling birds; no more 
Your ſongs can ſoothe. my mind. 
My hours of joy, alas l are o'er, x 11825 
eee . 


II. 


l kie-me to ſome — 
For ſighing forrow made 5 
Where nought but plaintive ſtrains of love 


Reſound thro? ev'ry ſhade : 


- -” ” EE 
- ' 6 > 1 1 
* * 7 1 Fs : 


- —— 2” © — + IG ies. * GR — — — 
=_ r . ecard emma TP III ra rene eermnyr — 
4 — — — 


QTATELY Rept he eaſt the wa, 


N 188 5 
Where the ſad turtle's melting Ys 
*With Philomela' 5 -forn'd ; 


V 

Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 9 
An 

Since Jockey proves unkind. V 
Eng = | 2 = 

Be warn'd by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, Nae 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit; 1 8 


Thoꝰ love's own eloquence perſuades, | 


»Tis all a dangerous cheat; | | 
*Fly, quickly fly, the faithleſs ſwain, i MY" 


His baffled arts: deſpiſe, _ *. 47 es 5 4 
So ſhall ybu live exempt from pain, n! 
While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 1 3 \ 
SES ER $2643 16] Va 950! : 4 10 Foy 

Hie 


- Hardfhanre aeg ven.3MN 4 


A Fragment 15 an old l B allad. 


v1 gf 


- 4 A. 3 > 


And ſtately Rept he weſt, 
Full ſeventy years he now had ſeen, 
With ſcarce ſeven years of reſt. 
He liv'd when Britons breach of faith 
Wrought Scotland meikle wae: 
And ay his ſword tauld to their colt, 


He was their 3 wang [2.03 248 09; 


n 


Hl on a hill his caſtle . „ Nan 25 BG 
With halls and tours a bight; 61.5525 iT 
and guidly chambers fair to fee, _ 
Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
His dame ſae pierleſs anes and fair,” 
For chaſt and beauty deimt, 
Nac marrow had in all the land, | 
Save n en alan no 


„9 1 


—— 2 


JT III. ig o dz es aan 
Full thirteen ſons to him ſhe bete, . | 
All men of valour ſtountt 0 
In bluidy fight, with ſword in wr 93 480) 
Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; IN 15 e 
Four yet remain, lang way they lee, 
To ſtand by liege and land: 
Inte was their fame, hie was _ mi night, E 
And Nie was their command. F 


*% "» 
- gd 


Great love they bare to Fairly tair, ee en 
Their ſiſter ſaft and dei, 11 1 
Her girdle ſhawd her middle ji jimp, 9403 


And gowden gliſt her hair, I 
What waefou wae her bewtie Wan OOO: 

Waefou to young and auld, 

actou I trou tokyth and kin, 4 rag 2 

4s ſtory ever tauid. e 2727 RAR 


v. 
he King of Norſe in ſummer dee, 0 2iH8 
Puft up with power and might, 


190 


Landed in fair Scotland the iſle, 1 
With mony a hardy knight: WC | | 


The tydings to our gude Scots Kings. [tin 
Came as he ſat at dyn, 1 
With noble chiefs i in brave aray, 
Drinking the blude reid * 


0 * 11 M Man: | 
| To horſe, to: Ti; my royal: liege, 914 vt; . 
= Your faes ſtand on the ſtrand, W | 

} Foll twenty thouſand glitering ſpears + ci i 
| | The king of Norſe commands. 107 + 
= Bring me my ſteed, Madge, dapple gray, 1 


Our gude king raiſe and cry d: 5 1% wi 
A truftier beaſt in all the - corn bs Died ay 


e . ae 


Go, nile page, tel . . \ 
That lives on hill ſo hie, - 
To draw his ſword the dreid of * 


: And haſte and follow mes... . | 
= The little page flew ſwiſt as dart = = 
1 I 
4: Flung by his maſter's arm, 
| | Come down, come down, Lord OI 

'2 And redd your A frac harm. | 

| * Then reid, reid grew. his ; > Toa cheika, * 
: Sae did his dark-brown brow ; ; 

. His looks grew keen as they were wont E 
Uk In dangers great to do 


( ge 0 

| He has tane 2 horn as green as graſs, 
And gien five ſounds ſas ſhrily, 

That trees in green wood ſhook thereat, 
dae loud rang ilka hill. 


IX. T7 

His ſons in manly ſport and gli, 4 

Had palt the ſummers morn, - 148 oY 

When lo! down in a graffy dale 
They heard their father's horn. 
That horn, quoth they, ne'er ſounds in besce, 

We have other ſport to by de:: 
And ſoon they heyd them up the hill, 

And ſoon were at his ſyde. 


„% 7 PAS RF. Þ - $23 Dag 

Late, late yeſtreen J weind in peace, L 
To end my lengthned life, © e 

My age might weil excnſe my arm, N 
Frae manly feats of ſtrife; 7 

But now that Norſe does proudly Coat” 
Fair Scotland to enthrall, 

It's ne'er be faid of Hardykaute 

He fear'd to fight or fall, 


. 
Robin of Rothfay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrows ſhoot ſo tell, 
Mony a comely countenance: | 
They have turn'd to deidiy pale: 
Brade T homas, tak ye but your —_—_ S 
Le neid nae weapons mair, d 


( 192 ) 
Gif ye fight weit as ye did anes 


*Gainſt Welimorland's fierce heir. 


XII. | 
Malcolm, light of foot as ſtag 
That runs in foreſt wyld, 
Get me my thouſands three of men 
Well bred to ſword and ſhield ; 
Bring me my horſe and harniſine, 
My blade of metal cleir. 
If faes kend but. the hand it bare, 
They * * fled for fear. 


8 us 
XIII 


Fare weil, my dame, ſae pierleſs good, i 


And took her by the band, 
Fairer to me in age you ſeem, 

Than maids for beauty fam'd : 7 
My youngeſt ſon ſall here remain 

To guard theſe ſtately towirs, 


9 
| 5 
4 And ſhut the ſilver bolt that keips 


Sae faſt your painted bowits. 
1 14 XIV. 


And then her boddice green, 
Her filken cords-of twirtle twiſt, 
i Weil plett with ſilver ſneen; 
1 And apron ſet with; mony a dyce 
11 Of needle wark ſae rare, 


1 | | Wove by nae hand, as ye may gueſs PT 4 


Save that of Fairly fair, 


| 4 And firſt ſhe wet her comely ebeiks, 


(193) 


| HV? 
Andhehasriddenowre muir owre moſs, 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 

When he came to a wounded knight #4 
Making a heavy mane; | f 
Here maun I lye, here mann I dye, | 

By treacheries falſe gyles; 
Witleſs 1 was that eir gave faith _ 
To wicked woman's ſmyles, 
XVI. 
Sir knight, gin ye were in my bowir, 
To lean on filken fear, 
My lady's kindlie care you'd prove, 
Wha neir kend deidly hat;; 
Her ſelf wald watch ye all the day, 
Eir maids a deid of night; 
And Fairly fair your heart wald cheir, 
As ſhe ſtands in your ſight. 
XVII. . 
Ariſe, young knight, and mount your ſteid, 
Full lowns. the ſhynand day, | ; 
Chuſe frae my menzie whom ye 24 15 | 
To lead ye on the way. 
with ſmyleſs looks and viſage wan, Pe 
The wounded knight reply d. | 
- I Kind chiftain, your intent purſue, - 
For heir I maun abyde. 
vor. 1, N. 


1 
Xe. 

To me nae after day nor night 
Can eir be ſweit or fair, 

But ſoon beneath ſome draping trie, 
Cauld death ſall end my care. 
Wich him nae pleading might prevail, 

Brave Hardyknute to gain, 

With faireſt words and reaſon range 
Strave courteouſly in vain, 


| XIX. 

Syne he has gane far hynd attowre, 
Lord Chattans land ſae wyde, 
That lord a worthy wight was ay, 
When faes his courage ſeyd : 

Of Pictiſh race by mother's ſyde, 
When Picts rul'd Caledon, 

Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid, 
When he ſav'd Pidtiſh crown, 


xx. 
Now with his fierce and ſtalwart train, 
He reach'd a ryſing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale, 
Norſe army lay in ſight: | 
Yonder, my valiant ſons and feirs, 
Our raging revers wait 
On the unconquer'd Scottiſh ſwaird, 
To try with us their fate. 


Mak oriſons to him that ſav'd 
Our ſauls upon the rude, 


( w5') 
Syne bravely ſhaw your veins are ffI'd "003 
With Caledonian blude. 23 SIG 
Then furth he drew his truſty l l 
While thouſands all around. 
Drawn frae their ſheaths glanſt in the ſun, 
And loud the en an. 


7 xxII. 
To join bly king adoun the bill 
In haſt his merch he made, 
Whyle, playand pibrochs minſtralls meit, 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. | 
Thryſe welcom valiant ſtoup of weir, 
Thy nations ſhield and pryde-z © 
Thy king nae reaſon has to feir 
when thou art "ys dis . 


f XXIII. | "= 
When bows were tene and darts were thrawn, 
For ee ſcarce could they flie, 

The darts clove arrows as they met, 

The arrows dart the trie. 

Lang did they rage and ight full fie 1 
With little ſkaith to man, 

But buddy, bludd y was the field, 

Or that lang day was dane. 7 3 


5 XXIV. | 
The king of Scots that findle bruikd” 
The war that lookt like play, 
Drew his braid ſword, and brake his bow, 
Sen bows ſeimt but delay: N 
| N 2 


| ( 196 ). 

Quoth noble Rothſay, Myne 1/11 keip, 
I wate its bled a ſcore, | 

Haſte up, my merry men, ery'd the king, 
As he rade on beforee: 5 


0 


{7 XXV . 34 "FE 

The king of Norſe he fought to find,. Y J 
With him to menſe the fight, | 
But on his forehead there did lighc 
A ſharp unſonſie ſnaft; 5 
As he his hand put up to find 8 
The wound, an arrow keen, 1 1 

O waefou chance } there pinnd bis hand 
In midſt nn his een. | 


I 
XXVI. Fr | 
lg ge, revenge, ery'd Rothſay's bets 2 ( 
Your mail-coat ſall nocht byde _. 2 
The ſtrength and ſharpneſs of my dart: 7 
Then ſent it through his ſyde: 
Another arrow weil he markd, 9 2 1 L 
It pierc'd his neck in twa, | 
His hands then quat the filver reins, 
He laigh as eard did fa, 
1 
| XXVII. 
Y Sair bleids my liege, ſair, ſair he bleids. I 
a Again with might he drew 
And geſture dreid his ſturdy bow, | 1 
Faſt the braid arrow flew, 
Wae to the knight he ettled at, | 8 


Lament now Quene Elgried; 


(199) 
Hie dames too wail your darlings fall 
His youth . comely meld. L 


xXXVIII 9 

Take aff, take af his coſtly jupe  2#4T 

(Of gold weil was it twyn'd,- 1 
Knit lyke the fowlers net, through which | 

His ſteilly harneſs ſhynd) - 
Take, Norſe, that gift ſrae me, and bid 

Him venge the blude it beirs ; 8 
Say, if he face my bended dor, 

He ſure x nae 8 — 


29 2 XXIX. 1 = 4 
Proud Norſe with giant body tall, 
Braid ſhoulders and arms ſtrong. i 
cryd, Where is Hardyknute ſae fam. 
And feird at Britains throne ; - +. 
Tho Britons tremble at his name, *& 
I ſoon ſhall make him wail 
That eir my ſword was — ſae _—_ 
Sac ſaft his coat of mail. Ft 
XXX. a 
That brag his ſtout heart could na ee, 
It lent him youthful might: | * 
I'm Hardyknute this day, he cry'd, | 
To Scoilands king I height, 
To lay thee law as horſes hufe, _ ie 
My word I mean to keip, | 
Syne with the firſt ſtrake eir he ſtrake, 
He garrd his body bleid. 
N 3 


( 198 ) 


Norſe ene lyke gray. Neubert ſtaird n if; 
He ſight with ſhame and ſpyte; þ 


Difgrac'd is now my far fam'd arm 
That left thee power to ſtryke: ff 2: s 
Then gave his head a blaw ſae fell, OF 3833 


It made him doun to ſtoup, 0390) 3321 11 
As law as he to ladies us'd - n 10) 3H e 
In courtly gyſe to lou. 8 
Full ſoon he rais'd his bent bod 
His bow he marvell'd fair, $ 
Sen blaws till then on him but darrd 
i {al As touch of Fairly fair: e 2370 113 WH B 
3 Norſe ferliet too as ſair as he Bud hi 5 16 
. To ſee his ſtately look, 
Sae ſoon as eir he ſtrake a fae, 5 
Sae ſoon his le he took. n EE \ 
XXIII. L315 3621 E 
Whair Iyke a fyre to hether fet, OY | 
Bauld Thomas did advance, - N 
A ſturdy fae with look-enragd | 
Up towards him did prance; r 1 


He ſpurd his ſteid throw thickeſt ranks, . 

The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha ſtood unmov'd at his 8 | 
His fury to repell. | £ If 


XXIV. 1 
That ſhort brown ſhaft ſae meanly trimd 
Lcoks like poor Scotlands geir 


( 199.) 
But dreidful ſeims the ruſty poynt! 
And loud he leugh in jeir. 
Aft Britains blude has dimd ics ſhyne, | 
This poynt cut ſhort. their vaunt 
dyne piercd the boaſter's bairded cheik, 
Nae time he Nay to taunts. | 


xxxv. 
Short while he in his ſadle ſwang, | 
His ſtirrip was nae ſta yr, ee 
Sac feible hang his unbent knee, e ba en 
Sure taken he was fe² yr 
Swith on the hardened clay he fell, r a 3 
Right far war hard the thud, ©. 
But Thomas look'd not as he lay ; 
All waltering in his n. | 


xXxXVI. 211,174. 4 5-506 

With cairles geſture, mynd unmov'd, 

On raid he north the plain, 
His ſeim in thrang of fierceſt ſtryfe, 

When winner ay the ſame: fo 
Nor yet his heart dames dimpleit cheik, 

Cond meiſe ſaft love to bruik, . 
Till vengeful Ann returnd his ſcorn, 

Then languid grew bis look, 


1 
* 


XXXVII. 
In thrawis of death with wailowit che ik, 7 
All panting on the plain, ET. 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 
Neir to aryſe again 
„ 


(20000 
Neir to return to native land, 
Nae mair with blythſom — * 
To boaſt the glories of the day. 
And ſhaw their — 


4 " 


xXXVIII. 
On Norways coaſt the widow'd 3 
May waſh the rocks with teirs, 
May lang look owre the ſhiples ſeis, 
Before hir mate appeirs. N 
Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, 
Thy lord lyis in the cla, 
The valiant Scots nae revers thole 
Io carry lyfe e | 


| XXXIX. Di 2g HH 

There on a lie whair ſtands a croſs, 

Set up for monument, 
Thovſands full fierce that ſummers day. 

Filld keen waris black intent, 
Let Scots, while Scots, praiſe Hardyknute, 

Let Norſe the name ay dreid, 
Ay how be faught, aft how he fai rd, 

Sal Jateſt ages reid, 


XL. 
Loud and chill blew the weſtlin wind, 
__ Sair bear the heavy ſhowir, 
Mirk grew the night eir Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ately tower; 
His tower that uſd with Werde pleiſe, 
To ſhyne ſae far at night, 


. 
geimd now as black as mourning weld, | 
Nae marvel. WN es MEI 
| XII. 43 23 9 NG 
There's nae light in my lads bowir, 
There's nae light in my hall; "0 
Nae blink ſhynes round my Fairly fair, — 
Nor Warp ſtands on my wall. 
What bodes it? Robert, — lar. 
Nae anſwer fits their dreid. * 
Stand back, my ſons, I'll be 3 Syde, 
But by they paſt with ſpeid. 


„ WMEIRT + 3 
As faſt as T-haef ſped owre Scotlands fies, NR 
Their ceiſt his brag of weir, 1 
Sir ſnam'd to mynd ought but his Aren 1 
And maiden Fairly fair. 8 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear, 
He wiſt not; yet with dried 
Sair ſhook his body, fair his limbs, 


And all the warrior fled. - 
X K * + * hs * * * 


—ů—————.é 9 


Robin nd Makyne. 


7 3 . 
W i. 
3 = 

i 


Obin ſat on the gude green hill, * 
Kipand a flock of fie, 
Quhen mirry Makyne ſaid him till, 
00 Robin rew on me. 


("202 % 
e haif thee luiyt baith loud and ſtill, 
© Thir towmonds ya or thre⸗- 4 
My dule in dern but gif thou. Gill, 4 
GDoubtleſs bot dreid Ldie.” | | 


Robin replied, Now by the . 
Naitbing of luve Lk na wr, N 
But keip my ſheip uadir yon wod: 
Lo quhair they raik on raw. 


Quhat can have mart thee i in thy mude 3 M. 
Thou Makyne to me ſcha w; ä 
Or quhat is luve, or to be lude? HY M 


Fain wald I leir that law. 


The law of luve gin thou wald leir, 8 
*© Tak thair an A, B, C; C Q 

Be keynd, courtas, and fair of — | 
« Wyſe, hardy, kind and frie, 


*« Fae that nae danger do the deir. = © 
What dule in dern thou dri 
*« Preſs ay to pleis, and blyth ar pꝛir, = Þ) 


* Be patient and privie,” 
„ 3 be:-4 * " 
R obin, he anſwert her again, | 
I wat not quhat is luve, Wen e 
But J haif marvel uncertain 
Quhat makes thee thus wanrufe. 


The wedder is fair, and I am fain; e 
My ſheep gais hail abuve, 4.4 
Gif we ſould pley us on the plain, OS N 


They wald us baith repruve. 


LS 
Robin, tak tent unto my tale, 
« And do all as I reid: 
« And thou fall haif mycheart all des. 
« Eik and my maiden+heid; } :- 
gen God, he ſends bute for bale, 
« And for murning'remeid, 


dern with thee but givel a : 


«© Doubtleſs I am "ou ee * 


Makyne, the ——_— this itk * 5 
Gif ye will meit me heir, 

Maybe my ſheip may gang beſyde, 
Quhyle we have lliggd full neir; 

But maugre haif I, gif I byde, 
Frae thay begin to ſteir, | 


Quhatlyes on heart I will — 3 


Then * mak ene. 


« Robin, ha reivs me of my cel; "7 
« | lave but thee alane “ 
Makyne, adieu! the ſun goes welt, 
The day is neir- hand gane. 
“Robin, in dule I am ſo dreſt, 
© That luve will be my bane.” 
Maykyne, gae luve quhair eir ye liſt, 
For lemans I luid-nane, 


“Robin, I ſtand in ſie a ſtyle, 

« I ſich and that full ſair.“ 
Makyne. I have been hear this nne 
At hame 1 wiſh I were. 


„Robin, my hinny, talk and ſmyle, 
Gif thou will do nae mair,” 

Makyne, ſome other man beguyle, 
For — 1 — 


Syne Robin on his ways he went, | 
As light as leif on trees 


But Makyne murnt and made lament, 


scho trow'd him neir to fee. | 
Robin he brayd attowret he bent: 
Then Makyne cried on hie, 

% Now may thou ſing, for I am ment! 

% Quha:. can ale luve at me??? 


Makyne went hame withouten fail, _ 


And weiryhe could weip; 
Then Robin in a full fair dale 
Aſſemblit all his ſheip, _ 
Be that ſome part of Makyne's ail, 
Out-throw his heart eeuldcratp, TE 
Hir faſt he followt to aſſail, 
And till her tuke er * 


Abyd, abyd, thou fair Makyne, | 

A word for ony thing; e 

For all my luve, it ſall be . 
Withoutten departing, 

All hale thy heart for till have myne, 
Is all my coveting; | 


My ſheip quhyle morn till the hours oe, = 


Will 2 nae keiping. 
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{ 25 ) 
Robin, thou haſt heard ſung and ſay; ö 
In jeſts and ſtorys auld, . 
« The man that will not when he may 
„ Sall have nocht when he wal. 
« pray to heaven baith nicht and day, 
« Be eikd their cares ſae cauld, 
« That preſſes firſt with thee to play 
Be forreſt, firth, or fauld.“ | 


Makyne, the nicht is ſoft and dry, 
The wether warm and fair, 
And the grene wod rich neir hand by, 
To walk attowre all where: 
There may nae janglers us eſpy, 
That is in luve contrair:; 
Therein, Makyne, baith you and I 
Unſeen may mak repair. 


Robin, that warld is now away, 
And quyt brocht till an end, 
* And neir again thereto perfay, 
« Sall it be as thou wen; 
For of my pain thou made bur play, 
© I words in vain did ſpend; 
* As thou haſt done ſae fall 1 ſay, 
* Mura on, I think to mend.“ 


Makyne, the hope of all my heil, 
My heart on thee is ſet; 

['l evermair to thee be leil, 

Quhyle I may live but lett, 


Never to fait as others feil, 
Qvhat grace ſo eir I get. g 2G 
% Robin, with thee I will not deal;-. 
0 — for this we met.. 5 


Makyne went auen blyth enough "_ i | 
Ovtowre the holtis hair, . 
Pure Robin murnd and Makyne hagks: 


Scho ſang, and he ficht ſai t:: ; 
scho left him in baith wacandwreuchs:, | 
In dolor and in care, "000 | ( 


Keipand his herd under a heveh, . 
IL Amang the ruſhy-gair, 


CE 2 8 an a > i A EY 
Young Waters. 
0; 


BOU T Zule, quhen the wind blew cule, 

And the round tables began, | 0 

A'] there is cum to our. kings court 7 | 
Mony a well- favourd man. 


The queen luikt owre the caſtle wa, 
Beheld baith dale and down, 5 7. 
And then ſhe ſaw zoung Waters | | 
Come riding to the town, 


| His footmen they did rin before, | 
His horſemen rade behind, 


— 


"x op} 
And mantel of the burning god 
Did keip him frac wu wind. 


Gowden graith'd his horſe before ® _ 
And filler ſhod behind, | | 

The horſe zoͤung Waters rade upon | 
Was fleeter than the wind, | 

But then dal a * lord, 
Unto the queen ſaid he, 

0 tell me qhua's the faireſt face 
Rides in the company. | 

I've anden and I've ſene laird, 

And knights of high degree; 

Bot a fairer face than z0un 8 Waters 
Mine eyen did never ſee, | 

Out then ſpack the jealous Hog, 
(And an angry man was he) 

0, if he had been twice as fair, 
Zou micht meta excepted me. 


Zou're neither laird nor lord ſhe ſays, 
Bot the king that wears the crown; 

Theris not a knight in fair Scotland 
But to thee maun bow down. 


For a' that ſhe could do or ſay, 
Appeasd he wad nae bee; 

Bot for the words which ſhe had ſaid 
Zoung Waters he maun dee, 


2 N 15 E 1 

7 hey hae taen zoung Waters, and 
Put fetters to his feet; 

They hae taen zoung Waters, and 
Thrown him in dungeon deep. 


Aft I hove ridden thro' Stirling town Ry 


In the wind bot and the weit ;- 
But I neir rade thro! Stirling town... 
Wi fetters at my feet, 


Aft I have ridden thro? Stirling town 
In the wind bot and the rain; 

But i neir rade thro” Stirling town 
Neir to return again. 


They hae taen to the hos bill, 
His zoung ſon in his cradle, 


And they hae taen to the heiding hill, : 


His horſe, bot and his gad. Sn 


They hae taen to the digg bill 
His lady fair to ſee. 


And for the words the queen had ſpoke, | 


Zoung Waters he did dee. 


. * 
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(rag) 
GILL MORICE 


+ 
Ill Morice was an erles ſon, 
8 His name it waxed wide; 
it was nae for his great riches, : 
Nor zet his mickle pride; 
bot it was for a lady gay, 
That livd on Carron fide, 


n 
har will I get a bonny boy 
That wiil win hoſe and ſhoen, 


And bid his lady cum? * 


And ze maun rin my errand Willie, 1 


And ze maun fin wi pride; 
When other boys gae on their foot, 
On horfeback ze fall ride. 


III. 
Ono! oh no! wy maſter dear! 
I dare nae for my life; 
111 no gae to the bauld band's: 
For to trieſt forth his wife; 
My bird Willie, my boy Willie, 
My dear Willie, he ſaid, 
Ho can ze ſtrive againſt the ſtream; 
For I fall be obeyd; 


vor. I. 


That will gae to Lord Barnard's ha, 


* Iv. 1 

Bot, O my maſter dear! he eryd, 
In grene wod ze're your lane; | 

Gi owre fic thochts, I walde ze red, 

For fear ze ſhould be tane, 

Haſte, haſte, Lſay, gae to the ha, 
Bid hir cum here wi ſpeid : 

If ze refuſe my heigh command, 
P11 gar thy body bleid. 


V. 
Gae bid hir-take this gay mantel; 
lis a gowd but the hem: 
Bid hir cum to the guid grene wod, 
And bring nane bot hir lane: 
And there it is, a ſilken ſarke, 
Hir ain hand ſewd the ſleeve; 
And bid hir cum to Gill Morice; 
Speir nae bauld baron's leave. 


. 


8 


Yes, I will gae zour black errand, . 


Tho! it be to thy coſt, 
Sen ze by me will nae be warnd, 
In it ze ſall find froſt. 5 
The baron he's a man of micht, 
He near could bide to taunt, 
As ze will ſee before its nicht, 
How ſma ze have to vaunt. 
N 2 
And ſen I maun zour errand rin, 
Sac ſair againſt my will, 
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T's mak a vow, and keep it row, | 
It fall be done for ill. 


And when he came to broken brigue, 


He bent his bow and ſwam, 
And when he came to graſs growing, 
get down his feet and ran. 


viii. 

And when he came to Barnards ha, 

Would neither chap nor ca, 
Bot ſet his bent bow to his brieſt, 
And lichtly lap the a. 

He would nae tell the man his errand, 
Tho he ſtood at the gait; 

But ſtraight into the ha he cam, 
Quhair they were ſet at meit. 


5 


IX. 


Hail ! hail, my gentle fire and dame! 


My meſſage winna waite 


Dame, ye maun to'the guid grene wod 


Before that it be late. N 
Ze tre bidden take this gay mantel, 
'Tis a gowd bot the hem: 


Zon maun gae to the guid grene wods' 


Even by zour ſell alane, 


| x. 
And there it is, a ſilken ſarke, 
Zour ain hand ſewd the ſlive; 
Ze maun cum ſpeak to Gill Morice; 
Speir nae bald baron's leave. 
Oz. 


— — * 
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The lady ſtamped wi bir foot, 
And winked wi ber ee, 
But a that ſhe coud ſay or do, 

Forbidden he wad nae bee. 


XI. 
Its ſurely to my bowr· woman; 
It neir coud be to me. 
I brought it to Lord Barnard's lady; 
I trow that ze be ſhe, 
Then up and ſpack the wylie nurſe, 
(The bairn upon her knee) 
If it be cum frae Gill Morice, 
Its dear welcome to me, 


XIE. x 
Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurſe, 
Sac loud's I heire ze lie; | 


I brocht it to Lord Barnard's Lady; 1 


I trow ze be nae ſhe, 
Then vp and ſpaek the bauld deres, 
An angry man was he; 


He's tane the table wi his foot, 


Sae has he wi his knee, 
Till filler cup and ezar diſh 
In fin ders he 3 Z 


XIII. 

Gae bring a robe of your cliding, 
That hangs upon the pin, 
And I'll gae to the guide grene wod, 
And ſpeik with your lemman. 


ks 


o bide at hame now Lord Barnard, | *. 


warde zou bide at hame; 
Neir wyte a man for violence, 
That neir wate ze wi nane. 


xlv. | 

Gill Morice fits in guid grene wod, 
He whiltl'd and he ſang ; 

0 what means a theſe folks coming ; 
My mither ſhe tarrys lang. 

And when he cam to guid grene wod, 
Wi miekle dule and car, 

And there he firſt ſaw Gill Morice, 
Keming down his yellow hair. 


XV. 


Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gill Morice, ' + * 


Than my lady loed thee well, 

The faireſt part of my body 
Is blacker than thy heel. 

Zet neir the leſs now Gill 'Morice, 
For a thy great bewty, . 

Ze's rew the day ze eir was born; 
That heid fall gae wi me. 


XVI. * 
Now he has drawn his truſty brand, 
And ſlaited on the ſtrae, 
And thro Gill Morice fair bodie 
He's gard cauld iron gae. 
And he has tain Gill Morice head, 
And ſet it on a ſpeir; 
O 3 


* 
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The meaneſt man in a his train 
Has gotten that heid to bear. 


. „ 

And he has tain Gill Morice up, 
Laid him a-croſs his ſteid, 
And brocht him to his painted bowrs 
And laid him on a bed, | 

The Lady ſat on caſtil wa, 
Beheld baith dale and doun, 

And there ſhe ſaw Gill Morice heid. 
Cum trailing. to E town. 


XV. 
Far better I loe that bluidy heid, 
Bot and that zellow hair, 


Than Lord Barnard, and a his lands, : 


As they lie here and there, 


And ſhe has tain hir Gill Morice, 


And kiſſd baith mouth and chin. 


I was ance as fow of Gill Morice, 


As the hip was o' the ſtean. 


XIE ** 


T got ze in my father's houſe, 


Wi meikle fin and ſhame, . 

I brocht thee up in guid grene my 
Under the heavy rain: 

Oft have I by thy ereddle ſitten, 
And fondly ſeen thee ſleip; 


Bot now I gae about thy grave, 


The ſat tears for to weip, 


(7 2892 )) 
XX. 

And ſyne ſne kiſſd his bluidy cheik, - 
And ſyne his bluidy chin. 

o better 1 loe my Gill Morice 
Than a my kith and kin! 

Away, away, ze ill woman! 
And an ill deed mait-ze die; 

Gin 1 had- kend he'd bin zour ſon, 
He'd neir bin-ſlaia for mo. | 


XXI. 
Obraid me not, my Lord Barnard, - 
Obraid me not for ſhame !. 
Wi that ſaim ſpeir O pierce ay heart! 
And put me out o? pain, | 
Since naithing bot Gill Morice heid- 
Thy. jelous rage could quell, 


Let that ſaim hand now tak her life. 


That neir to thee did ill. 


XXII. 

To me nae after day nor nichts 
Will eir be ſaſt or kind; 

1 fill the air with heavy ſighs, 
And greet till I am blind. 

Enough of blood by me's been ſpilt, 
Seek not zour death free me, 

| rather lourd it had been my ſell 
Than eather him or thee, 


04 
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With atio wae I hear 2our plaint ; ; 
Sair; ſair 1 re the:deid; © _ 
That eir this curſed hand of mine H 
Had gard his body bleid. 
Dry up your tears my wenſome dame 
Ze neir can heal the wound; 
| Zou ſee his heid upon my ſpeir, 
His heart's bluid on the ground, RE 


XXIV. Mike 
I curſe the hand that did the — 
The heart that did the ill, 
The feet that bore me wi ſic ſpeed. 
The cumly zouth to kill. FOE 


I 


I'll ay lament for Gill Morice, 


As gin he were my ain : 


PI neir forget the driry day 


On which the zouth was ſlain. 


( 287 )' 


The Jew” $ daughter, 


* HE rain runs Jown thro? Micryland EE. 4 
T Sae dois it doune the Pa: | | 
Sae dois the lads of Mirryland toune, 
\ Quhan they play at che ba', 


Then out and eame the.Jewis dochter, . - 
Said, Will ye cum in and dine ? 

vinna cum in, I cannae cum in, 
Without my play-feres-nine, 


scho powd an apple reid and white 
To intice the zong thing in: 

Scho powd an apple white and reid, 
And that the ſweit . did win. 


And ſcho has t taine out a a little penknife, © 
And low down by her gair, 

Scho has twin'd the zong thing and his life; 

A word he nevir ſpak mair, 


And out and came the thick, thick bluid. 
And out and cam the thin ; 
And out and cam the bonny herts . 


Thair was nae life left in. 


Scho laid him on a dreſſing borde, 
And dreſt him like a ſwine, 

And laughing ſaid, Gae now and play 
Wi your ſweit play feres nine, 


(7 #8 ): 
_ » Sherrowd him-in a cake of lead, abs 8 mu 
Bade him lie ſtill and ſleip : 
scho caſt him in a deip draw- well, 
Was fifty fadom on W HB ba 


Quban bells were e rung, and kde was fong, oF 
And every lady went hama: 
Than ilka lady had her zong ſonne, 


Bot lady Heten had ahbe. 4 
Scho rowd her mantil hir about, 0 
And ſair ſair gan ſhe weip: _ 
And ſhe ran into the Jewis caſtel, 
Quhan they wer all 4 n | | 0 
| "My bonny fir Hew, my pretty fie- Hew, — 8 
I pray thee to me ſpeik ; 1 
O lady rinn to the deip draw well 
Gin ze your bonne vnd r 5 1 


Lady Helen ran to Fs has Ss, 1 

And-xnelt upon her knee: 41 
My bonny ſir Hew, an ze be Bae, 

1 pray thee: ſpeik to _ LOA Sant | ' 

The lead is wondrous er wicker, 
The well is wondrous deipß , 

A keen penknife ſticks in my hert, 
A word I dounae . wo 


Gae hame, gae hame, my mither deir, 
Fetch me my windling ſheet, 


T* 279 * 
- And at the back o' Mirryland toune, 
Its thair we twa fall meet. 


„ s 


te nlenfon ono only nan ents <he hens 


Sir Patrick Spence. | 


HE king ſits in Dumferling toun, 
Drink ing the bluid reid wine. 
0 quhar vill. I get a guid 3 
To fail __ ſchip of mine ? 


Up and ſoak an n knicbt, 
Sat at the kings richt knee: 

Sir Patrick Spence is the beſt ſailor, 
That fails * the fe. * 


The king has written «braid letter, 
And ſignd it wi his hand; 

And ſent it to ſir Patrick Spence, ; 
Was walking on the ſand, 


The firſt line that fir Patrick red, 
A loud lauch lauched he: 
The next line that fir Patrick red, 

The teir blinded: his ee. 


0 quha is this has don this deid, 
This ill deid don to me; 

To ſend me out this time o "the zeir, 
Jo ſail upon the ſe? 


1 
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Mak baſte, mak haſte, my mirry-men all, 
Our guid ſchip ſails the morne. 
O ſay na ſae, my maſter deir, 
For J fear a deadlie ſtorme. 


Late late yeſtreen I ſaw the new moone 


Wi the auld moone in her arme.; 
And I feir, 1 feir, my deir maſter, 
That we will eum to harme. 
O our Scots nobles were richt laith 
To wet their cork-heild ſhoone: 
But lang owre a' the play was playd, 
Their hats they ſwam aboone, 


0 lang, lang, may their ladies. ſit 
Wi their fans into their hand, 

Or eir they ſee ſir Patrick Spence 
Cum ſailing to the land, 


O lang, lang, may the ladies ſtand 
Wi their gowd kems in their hair, 
Waiting for their ain deir lords, 
For they'll ſee them na mair. 


Have owre, ha ve owre to Aberdour, 
It's fiftie fadom deip: 
And thair lies guid fir Patrick es, 
Wi the Scots lords at his feit. 
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Edward, Edward... 
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* HY doin zour brand ſae drap wi ' bluid; 
Edward, Edward? 
by dois zour brand ſae drap-wi' bluid? 
And why fac ſad gang zee, O? 
o, L hae killed my. hauke ſae guid, 
ke Mither, mither: 
O, L hae killed my hauke ſac guide; ts 
| And L had nae mair bot he, O. 


Zour haukis bluid was never fac reid; | 
OS + Edward. Edward. 

Zour haukis bluid was never ſae reid; 
My dear ſon I tell thee, O. 

O, I hae killed MF. reid-roan ſeid, 

Mither, mither : "=p 

O, 1 kin killed my reid roan ſteid, 

That erſt was ſae fair and frie, O. 


Zour ſteid was e 4 ze hae gat mair, 
| Edward, Edward. 
Zour ſteid was auld, and ze hae got mair, 
. Sum other dule ze drie, O. | 
O, I hae killed my ſadir dei r, * 
Mitber, mither: 
O, I hae killed my fadir dei 
Alas ! and wae is mee, 0 . 
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And quhatten penance. * ze arie "'B oy 
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af quhatten penance wul ze drie for that? * 
My dier ſon, now tell me, O. 


Ile tet 2 in zonder boat, 
| Mither, mither : 


Ile fer my feit i in yonder boar, 
| And Le fare ovir the ſea, 0. 


And quhat wal ze do wi zonr towirs and zour ha', 
/ x © Edward, Edward? 

And quhat wul ze do wi zour towirs and zour hz, 
That erſt wer ſae fair to fee, DE 


Ile let thame ſtand tul they doun fa?, 
Mither, Wither! 


Ile let thame ſtand tul they doun fa', 
For here ne vir mair maun 1 be, 0. 


And what wul ze leive to zour bairns and your wife, 
| Edward, Edward ? 
. hed what wul ze leive to zour bairns and yourwife, 


Qnhan ze gang ovir the ſea, O? | 
The i room, let them beg thrae life, 
2B. Mither, mither : 


The * room, let them beg thrae life, 
Far thame never air un I ſee, O. 


And quhar * Ze. leive to your ain ili hey deir, 
+ Edward, Edward : 
And qubat wul ze leive to zonr ain mither deir, 
My deir ſon, now tell mee, O. | 


The curk of hell frae me fall ze beir, 
Mither, nes. 0 4 


ſe; 
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The curſe of hell frae me ſall ze beir, 6 


Sic counſeils ze gave me, oO. 


„ 
* 
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Edom o' Gordon. 


T fell about the Must n. 5 
Quhen the wind blew ſchill and cauld, 
Said Edom o' Gordon to his men, 
We maun draw to a hauld. 


And quhat a hauld fall we draw to, 
My mirry men and me? 

We wul gae to the houſe o the Rhodes, 
To ſee that fair ladie.. ; 


The lady ſtude on hir caſtle wa 
Beheld baith dale and down: 

There ſhe was ware of a hoſt of men > 
Cum ryding towards the toun. 


O ſee N my mirry men a? 
O ſee ye nat quhat I ſee? 

Methiaks I ſee a hoſt of men, | — - 
1 merveil quha * be. 


She weend it had foe ber dureh lord, 


As he came riding hame ; ˖ 
It was the traitor Edom o nben 
Quha reckt nas fin nor fbame. . 3 
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She had nae ſooner buſkit hirſel, 
And metas on her goun, 


Till Edom o' Gordon and his men 1 


Were round about the toun. 


They had nae ſooner ſupper ſetty 
Nae ſooner ſaid the grace, 

Till Edom o' Gordon and his men, 
Were light about . 


The lady-ran up to hir towir- head, A 
Sa faſt as ſhe could drie, ; 

To. ſee if by hir fair ſpeeches 
She could wi him agrees 


But quhan he ſee this lady ſaif, 
And hir yates all locked fait, 

He fell into a rage of wrath, 
And his 8 was all aghaſt. 


cum doun to me, ze lady gay, 
Cum doun, cum doun to me, 


This night ſall ye lig within mine arms, 


To · morrow my bride fall be. 


I winna cum doun, ze fals Gordon,. 


I winna cum doun to thee; __ 
I winna forſake my ain dear lord, 
That is ſac far frae me. 


Give owre zour houſe, ze lady fair; 5 
Give owre zour houſe to me, 
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be 3 {all brenn yourſel therein, 
Boi and zour babies three. 


u inna give owre, ze falſe Gordon, 
To nae fic traitor as zee; 

4nd it ze brenn my ain deir babes, 
My lord {all make ze drie. 


But reach my piſtol, Glaud, my man, 
and charge ze well my gun: 

For, but if I pięrce that bluidy butcher, 3 
My babes we been undone.- 


She ſtude upon bee caſtle wa, 
And let twa bullets flee ; | 
She milt that bluidy-butcher's heart, | 
And only raz'd his knee. 


get fire to the houſe, quo fals Gordon, 
All wood wi dule and ire: 

Tals lady, ze ſall rue this deid, 
As ze brenn in the fire, 


Wae worth, wae worth ze, Jock my man, 
I paid ze well zour fee; 

Quhy pow ze out the ground - wa ſtane, 
Lets in the yok to 8 | 


And ein wae nh ze; Jork my man, 
I paid ze well zour hire; 

Why pow ze out the ground-wa ſtane, 
To me lets in the fire? ; 


Von. ; P 
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Ze paid me weil my hire, lady; 1 
Ze paid me weil my fees N | 
But now Ime Edom o' Gordon's man, 
Maun either dos or die. 25 | 5 


© than beſpaik her little ſon, | 1 
Sat on the nourice's knee: 
Sayes, Mither dear, gi owre this houſe, 

For the reek it ſmithers me. B 


I wad gie a my tak; my chile, „„ x 
Sae wad I a' my fee, 
For ane blaſt o' the weſtlin wind, 

To blaw the reik frae thee. | T 


O then beſpaik her-dochter deir, . 1 34] Li 
She was baith jimp and ſma: | 

O row me in a pair o' ſheits, 
And tow me owre the wa”. Bu 


They rowd hir in a pair o' ſnheits, 
And towd hir owre the wa; 

Bat on the point of Gordons ſpear, 
She gat a deadly fa. 


Oo bonny bonny was hir mouth, Liz 
And cherry were hir chieks, 
And clear clear was hir zellow hair, 


Whereon the reid bluid dreips. 


Then wi his ſpear he turnd her owre;. 
O. gin hir face was wan! 


5... 9 
He ſaid, Ze are the firſt that eir r 
I wiſht alive _— 7 92 


He turnd her owre and owre again, 
O gin her ſkin was white! 

I might hae ſpared that bonny face 
To hae been ſum mans delyte. 


Buſk and boun, my merry men a, 
For ill dooms I do gueſs; 

Tanna luik in that bonny face, 

As it lyes on the graſs. 1 


Thame, luiks to frets, my maſtef deir, 
Then freits will follow thame: 


Let it neir be ſaid brave Edom o' Gordon 


Was daunted by a dame. 


But quhen the ladye ſee the fire 
Cum flaming owre hir head, | 
She wept and kiſt hir children twain, © 
Sayd, Bairns, we been but dead, 


The Gordon then his n blew, 
And ſaid, Awa', awa' | 

This houſe o' the Rhodes i is a' in fame, 
I hald it time to ga*, 


O then beſpyed hir ain dear lord, 
As he cam owre the lee; 
He ſied his caſtle all in biaze 
As far as he could ice. 
R 232 
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Then fair, O ſair his mind miſgave, 

And all his hart was waez 
Put on, put on, my wighty men, 
Sac falt as ze can gae, 


Put on, put on, my wighty men, 
So faſt as ze can drie; 

For he that is hindmoſt of the rang, 
Sall neir get guid:o' me... 


Than ſum they rade and ſain they rin, 
Fou faſt out owre the bent; 

But eir the foremoſt could get up, 
Baith lady and babes were brent. 


He wrang his hands, he rent his hair. 
And wept it᷑ teenefu muid; 

© traitors, for this cruel deid 
Ze fall weip teirs PF: bluid, 5 


And after the Gordon he is gane, 

Sae faſt as he micht drie; 
2 ſoon i“ the Gordon's foul hartis dis, 
's wroken his deir ladie. | 


ry ) 
GILDEROY. 


68 was a bonny boy, 
| Had roſes tull his ſhoone, 


His ſtockings were of. ſilken ſoy, 
Wi' garters hanging doune: 

It was, I weene, a comelie ſight, 
To ſee fac trim a boy: 

He was my jo and hearts delight, 
My handſome Gilderoy, 


Oh! ſle two charming een he had, 
A breath as ſweet as roſe, 
He never wore a Highland plaid, 
But coſtly ſilken clothes; _ 
Ho gain'd the luve of ladies ap + Z 
Nane eir tull him was coy, 
Ahl wae is mee! I mourn the day, 
For my dear Gilderoy, 


My Gilderoy and I were born. 
Baith in one toun together, 

We ſcant were ſeven years beforn, 
We gan to luve each other; | 

Our dadies and our mammies thay, 
Were fill'd wi” mickle joy, 

To think upon the bridal day, 
.T wixt me and Gilderoy. 
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For Gilderoy that luve of mine, 

Gude faith; I freely bought 

A wedding fark of holland fine, 
Wi' ſilken flowers wrought: 

And he gied me a wedding ring, 
Which I receiv'd wi' joy, 

Nae lad nor laſſie eir could ſing, 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


Wi' meikle joy we ſpent our prime, 
Till we were baith fixteen, 
And aſt we paſt the langſome time, 
Amang the leaves ſae green; 
Aft on the banks we'd fit us thair, 
And ſweetly kiſs and toy, 
Wi' garlands gay wad deck my hair 
My handſome Gilderoy. 


Oh! that he till had been content, 
Wi' me to lead his life, fs 
But, ah! his manfu' heart was bent, 
To ſtir in feates of ſtrife z 
And he in many a venturous deed, 
His courage bauld wad try, 
And now this gars mine heart to bleed, 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


And when of me his leave he tuik, 
The tears they wat mine ee, 

I gave tull him a parting loik, 
«© My benniſon gang wi' thee. 


— 
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God ſpeid thee weil, mine ain dear e 
For gane is all my joy; 
My heart is rent ſith we maun part, 
My handſome Gilderoy.“ 


My Gilderoy baith far and near, 
Was fear'd in every toun, 
And bauldly bare away the gear 
Of many a lawland loun; _ 
Nane eir durſt meet him man to man, 
He was ſae brave a boy, 
At length wi' numbers he was tane, 
My winfome Gilderoy. 


wae worth the loon that pls the ls 
To hang a man fer gear, 

To 'rave of life for ox, or aſs, 
For ſheep, or horſe, or mare: 

Had not their laws been made ſo ſtriãt, 
I neir had loſt my joy, 

Wi ſorrow neir had wat my cheek, | 
For wy dear Gilderoy. 


_ Giff Gilderoy had done amiſſe, 
He mought have baniſht been, 
Ah ! what ſair crvelry is this, 
To hang fic handſome men : 
To hang the flower o Scottiſh land, 
Sac ſweet and fair a boy; 
Nae lady had ſae white a hand, 
As thee, my Cilderoy. 


a , 
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1 
of Gilderey ſae fraid they were, * 
They bound him meikle ſtrong. 
Tull Edenburrow they led him thair, 
And on a gallows hung: 
They hung him high aboon the reſt, 
He was ſae trim à boy, 
Thair died the youth whom ined beſt 
My handſome h 
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Thus having yielded up his deck, | 
I bare his corpſe away, | A 
| wi? tears, that trickled for-his death, 
I waſht his comelye clay; 


| And ſicker in a grave ſae _—_ - G 
1 I laid the-dear-lued boy, e | | 
1 And now for evir maun I weep, - © ] s. 
' My winſome Gilderoy. 5 
0 
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Lord Thomas and fair Annet. 


ORD Thomas and fair Annet 
| Sate a day on a hill 40 
Whan night was cum, 404 ſun was ſett, 
They had not talkt their fill. 


** 
2 


Lord Thomas ſaid a word in jeſt, 
Fair Annet took it ill: y 
A'! I wall nevir wed a wife 
Againſt my-ain friends will, 


Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife, 
A wife wull neir wed yee. 
ae he is hame*to tell his mither, 
And knelt upon his knee; 


O rede, O rede, mither, he ſays, 
A gude rede gie to mee: 

O fall I tak the nut-browne bride, 
And let fair Annet bee? 


The nut-browne bride has gowd and gear, 
Fair Annet ſhe has gat nane; 
And the little beauty fair Annet haes, 
O it wull ſoon be ganne! 


And he has till his brother gane: 
Now brother rede ye me; 
O fall I marrie the nut · browne bride, 
And let fair Annet bee? 
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* Then nut browne bride has oxen, brother, 
The nut-browne bride has kye 3 
I wad hae ye marrie the nur-browne on, 
And caſt fair Annet bye. 


Her oxen may dye i“ the houſe, Billie, 
And her kye into the byre; 
And I ſal! hae nothing to my ſell, 
Bot a fat fadge by the fre. | y 


And he has till his ſiſter gane: | 7 
Now fiſter rede ye mee; 

O ſall I marrie the nut: browne bridg, 
And ſet fair Annet free? 


Iſe rede ye tak fair Annet, Thomas, 
And let the browne bride alane; 
Leſt ye ſould ſigh and ſay, Alace! 

What is this we brought hame? 


No, I wil tak my mithers counſel, 
And marrie me owt o'hand ;- 
And Twill tak the ee eee 
Fair Annet may leive the land. 


- Up then roſe fair Annets father 
Twa hours or it wer day. 
- And he is gane into the bower, 
Wherein fair Annet lay. 


- Riſe up, riſe up, fair Annet, he ſays, 
Put on your ſilken ſheene; 
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Let us gae to St. Maries kirke 
And ſee that rich veddeen. 1 


My maidey'e gae to. my dreſliag roome, "SF 
And dreſs to me my hair; 
Whair-eir yee laid a plait vn „ 
See yee oY times mair. " 1 
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My maides, gae to my dreſiag room, 3 
And dreſs to me my ſmock; 

The one half is o' the holland fine, 
The other o eee | 


r 


He amblit * the wind, 
Wi' filler he was ſhod before, e 
Wi? burning Seen ad f 


Four and twanty ſiller bells 
Wer a' tyed till his mane, 

And yae tift o' the norland wind. 6 
They tinkled W hene, r e 
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Four and twanty gay gude knichts 5 
Rade by fair Annets ſide, 4 
And four and 4wanty fair ladies, a4 
As gin ſhe hal been a leide. +4: 


And whan he cam to Maries kirk, 
She ſat on Maries ſean ; 
The cleading that fair Annet had on of 
It ſkinkled in their een. #1 * th 


a " . 
And whan ſhe cam into the kirk 
' She ſhimmer'd like the ſun, 
The belt that was about her waiſt, 
Was a wi' pearles bedone. 


She ſat her by the nnt-browne bride, 
And her een they wer ſae clear, 
Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride, * N 

Whan fair Annet drew near. 


He had a roſe · into his hand, f 
He gae it kiſſes three, | 
And reaching by the nut-browne bride, 2 . 
Laid it on fair Annets knee. | 
Up than ſpak the nut-browne bride, = 
She. ſpak wi meikle ſpite; 
And whair gat ye that roſe water,  _ : 
That does mak yee fac white? | 
O01 did get the roſe water, i”, 
Whair ye wull neir get nane, 
For I did get that very roſe-water L 


Into my mithers wame. 


The bride ſhe drew a long bodkin, 
Frae out her gay head gear, © 
And ſtrake fair Annet unto the heart; | 
That word * nevir _ 1 


Lord Thomas he ſaw fair Annet wex n 
And marvelit what mote bee: 
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* But 3 he ſaw⸗ ber dear heart blode; 2 
A' wood- wroth wexed hee. 


le drew his de ger, thar was s ſac ſharp, . ; 
That was ſae {harp and meet, 

And crave it into the nut browne bride,. . 
That fell deid at his feit. 


Now ſtay ſor we, dear Annet, be ſed, 
Nowy tay, ay. dear, he cry'd; 

Than ſtrake the dagger untill his heart, 

And fell deid by her ſide. 


Lord Thomas was buried without kirk- wa, 
Fair Annet within the quiere; 

And o“ the tane thair grew a birk, 
The other a bonn briere. | 


And ay they grew, and ay they threw, . 
As they wad faine be neare;; 

And by this ye may ken right weil, 
They were twa luvers deare. 
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Leader-Havghs and. Yarrow. 4 


HEN Phabos dige the azure me. 
With golden rays enlightoeth, 
He makes all nature's beauties riſe, 
Herbs, trees and. flowers he.quickneth««- 


F * | 


Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice. ] 
And with delight goes thorow, PHYS; 1 

With radiant beams and ſilver ſtreams, J 
Are Leader Haughs and Yarrow, | 


When Aries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, | - ] 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his flight, 5 
Nae langer he abideth: 


Then Flora queen; with mantle green, 1 
Caſts aff her former ſorrow, | 
And vows to dwell with Ceres felt” © ] 


In Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


Pan playing on his aiten reed, 
And ſhepherds him attending, | FOR won ] 
Do here reſort their flocks to feed,” . 
The hills and-haughs commending; 


With cur and kent upon the bent, ; l 
Sing to the ſun, Good: morrow, ; 
And ſwear nae fields mair pleaſures yield, 
Than Leader Haughs and Tarrow. 21 1 
| * An Koule there ſtands on Leader ſide, R 


Surmounting my deſcriving, 
With rooms ſae rare, and windows fair, 
Like Dedalus' contriving: . 
Men paſſing by, do aften ern, 2 5 n 
In ſooth it hath nae marrow; | 
It ſtands as ſweet on Leader ſide; 
As Newark dees on Yarrow. 
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&mile below, wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the mavis finging 5 - 
Into St. Leonard's banks ſhe'll bide,.. 
Sweet birks her head o'er hinging: 
The lintwhite loud, and progne proud, 
With tuneful throats and narrow 
Iato St. Leonard's banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow,. 


The lapwing lilteth o'er the lee, 
| With nimble wing ſhe ſporteth, 
But vows ſhe'll flee far frae the tre 
Where Philomel reſorteth: | 
By break of day, the lark can ſay, 
I'll bid you a good- morrow, 
Ell ſtreek my wing, and mounting ſing, 
O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


Park, Wanton-waws, and Wooden-cleugh,.. = 


The eaſt and weſtern Mainfes, 
The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainſhes, | 
Where aits are fine, and ſald be kind, 
That it ye ſearch all thorow : 
Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


In Burn Mill- bog and Whitſlade fhaws, . 
The fearful hare ſhe hannteth, _ 
Brig-haugh and Braid woodſheil ſhe knaws; - 
And Chapel-wood ſrequenteth. | 
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Yet when ſhe irks; to Kaidſly birks 
She rins, and ſighs for ſorrow, ! 
That ſhe ſhau'd leave ſweet Leader Havghs,.. ; 
And cannot win to Yarrow, 


What ſweeter muſiek wad ye hear, 

Than }:ounds and beigles crying? | 
The ſtarted hare rips hard with fear, 

Upon her ſpeed relying. 

But yet her ſtrength it fails at length, 5  ® 
Nae bielding can ſhe borrow 

In Sorrel's field, Cleckman or Hag's, 
And fighs to be in Yarrow. 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spotty, Shag, 


With ſight and ſcent purſue her, ] 
Till ah! her pith begins to flig, | 
 Nae cunning can reſcue her, | ] 
O'er dub and dyke, o'er feugh and ſyke, 

She'l] run the fields all thorow, ] 


Till fail'd ſhe fa's in Leader Haughs, 
And bids farewel to Tarrow. | 


Sing Erſlington and Cowdenknows,.. ] 
Where Hotnes had anes commanding + + 
And Drygrange with thy milk- white ewes; 
3 Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : | 
-- The bird that flies through Reedpath trees, ; 


And Gledſwood banks ilk morrow, 
May cbant and ſing, Sweet Leader Banne, s 
„ and bonny howms of Yarrow.” - | 
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Fit minſtrel Burn cannot aſſwage 
His grief, while life endureth, * 

To fee the changes of this age, 
That fleeting time procureth ; 

For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe; 
Where blyth ſowk kend nae ſorrow, - 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader ſide, 

Aud Scots that d welt on . 


— — toons — K 
For the Sake of Somebody. 


"1OR the ſake of ſomebody, | 
F For the ſake of ſomebody, FN 
I cou'd Wake a winter- night, 
For the ſake of {omebody ; 
Tam gawn to ſeek a wife, I 1 
I am gawn to buy a plaidy; 464.0 
Lhave three ſtane of woo, 
Carling, is thy daughter a . 
For the ſake of ſomebody, &c. | 


Betty, laſſy, ſay't thy ſel]; 
Tho' thy dame be ill to ſheo; - - 
Firſt weill buckle, then we'll tell, 
Let her flzte and ſyne come too: 
What ſignifies a mither's gloom, 
When love in kiſſes come in play? 
30u'd-we wither in our bloom, 
And in ſimmer mak nae hay ?* 
For the ſale, &c. 
You. . | = 


LCL 
+ an. 
Bonny lad, I carena by, © 
Tho' 1 try my luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye | 
The ba'f mark bridal band wi' me; 
| FIl flip hame and wafh my feet, EE 
| And ſteal on linnens fair and clean; 
| Syne at the tryſling place welt meet, 
| Io do but om my dame has done. 
For the ſale, &c. * 


| H E. 
. Now my lovely Betty gives 
I Conſent in ſick a heartfome gate, 
| It me ſrae a' my care reheves, 
| And doubts that gart me aft look: blate; 
$ Then let us gang and get the grace, 
| For they that have an appetite n | 
Shon'd eat; — and lovers ſnou'd embrace; 
If theſe be faults, 'tis nature's wyte. 
For the ſale, &c. ” 


———— p ff nh r --- N 


The Gallant Grabams of Scortand. 
To ii er- ], 


3 


Etrayed me, how can this de? 3 
When by day-light upon a day, 

E met prince Charles aur royal King, | [ 
And all the Grahams! in their array. 
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They were all dreſs'd in armour keen, 
Upon the pleaſant banks of Tay, 

Before a king they mĩight be ſeen, 


Thoſe gallant Grabame'in their —_ 


have no gold, 1 have no land. 


Nor have I pearl nor precious ſtone; 
But I would fell my filzen ſnood, 


To ice theſe Grahams- but well come hame. 


Te ſpeak of theſe Grahams, F think it bel, 


They're men amongtt good company; 
Into the lands where we did walk, 5 


They're lords into the ſouth country. 


They wan the praiſe in Wallace's days, 
For the ſummer flowers did never ſpring ;- | 
But the gallant Grahams in armour clear, 
Did then ** before the _ | 


At the Gonkhead we ſet our camp. 
codiur rigour down there ſor to ſtay, 
Upon a dainty ſummer's day, 
We rode our white horſe and our grey. 


For they were then in armcur ſeen, 
As gold ſhines on a fummer's day, 

The gallant Grahams were aſſembled there; 
Before king Elaries, his majeſty, | 


PII crown them night, Tl crown them day, - 
And above · great lords of high degree, 


Q2 
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For all the lords that I have ſeen, 
The Grahams are the braveſt company. W 


As 1 — park, 


heard my true love's ſiſter ſing: 
We loos'd our cannon on every ſide, 
Even for the honour of our _ 


Our-falſe commander has-betray'd our r king,” ö 
And ſold him to his enemy, 

By a nobleman, to Cromwell then, 
80 I care not what they do with me. 


For he ſtrives to ſubdue the land; 

Andover England to be king, 

Fair Scotland by him to be govern'd, 
And over the nation for to reign, 


They have betray'd our noble prince, 
And baniſh'd him from his royal crown, 
But the gallant Grahams have ta en in hand, 
For to command that traitor lown. 


Now Dalgitie was ſtout and bold, 


Couragious in each degree, 
But the cavaliers they were all ſold, 
And young Harthill, a oe too. 


Nathaniel Gordon, both IM nad ho 


Newton Gordon, bird alone; 


Upon the green he might be ſeen, 


For a bolder face was. never known, 
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A braver man was never ſeen, 
Neither in Kent or Chriſtendoom: 

To fight now for their royal king, 
Lord give his enemies their loom, 


At Bogle-haugh, where we did advance, 
Our. parliament there for to. ſtay, 

But our nobles then were baniſh'd off, 
At Glen-Yla, for ever and ay. 


:Glenproſon, where we rendez vous d, 

To Glenſhie we march'd both night and day, 
And of Bredainlie we took the town, _ 

And met the Campbells in their array. 


Ten thouſand men in armour ſtrong, _ 

Did meet the. gallant Grahams ro play, | 
At Inverlochie where they began, 

Ard about two. thouſand men were they. 


And tho? their number did far exceed, 
The gallant Grahams upon that day, _ 
Vet their hearts were true, they did not fear, 
To meet the Campbells in their array. 


For the Gordons then did give a while, 
To face the Campbells upon that da.; 
Who from their friends fell far back, 
Unto their enemies for ever and ay. 


: Gallant Montroſe, that chieftain bold, 
3 in high degree; 


23 


Did for the king fight valiant ly, 
The Lord preſerve his majeſty, : 


Now fare you well, yon Tnnerdale, 
Lord Keith, and kindred I bid adieu; 
And I ſhall away, and 1 ſhall not ſtay, | 

To ſome uncouth land that I neve: knew. 


To wear the blue I think it beſt, 

By any colour that 1 ſee, | 
Chear up your hearts, brave cavaliers, 
For the Grahams is gone to Germany. 


To France and Flanders they did advance, 
And Germany, who gave fame, 

For my lord Aboyne is to the "I | 
' Young Huntly is his noble name. 


He went to France for his royal king, 

King Charles then, and above degree, 

T'll give the honour to the gallant Grahams, 
Too they are a brave company. | 


Montroſe then our chieftain bold, 
To Scotland free is come again; 
For to redeem fair Scotland's land, 
The pleaſant, gallant, worthy Graham. 


At the water of Euſdale they did begin, 
And fought a battle to an end, 

Where there were kill'd for our noble king, 
Two thouſand of our Daniſh men, | 


. : 
Gilbert Menzies, and of high degree, 
The king's baron bold was born, 

For a brave cavalier was he, 
But now into glory-he is gone. 


The king's banner 1n hand he bore, 
For he was 2 brave valiant man; 
Betrayed he was a night before, 


By Colonel Hacket and Strathen then. . A 


1 A 
4 4 


Woe to thee Colonel Hacket now, 
And Strathen ill death may thau Se; 
For ye have betray'd our gallant Ce” 
Who were true to his majeity, 


The laird of Aſhen has catch*d Montroſe, 
And had him into Edinburgh town, 
"And from his body-ta%en his head; . 
| And quarter'd him upon a trone. 4 F : 


Now Huntly's gone that ſame way, 


Prince Charles alſo cur royal king. | 
Hath ſuffer'd death for our nation, 


Our mourning tears can ne'er be done. 


-Our gallant young kirig is now come home, : 
Prince Charles the fecond, and above re 
The Lord ſend peace into his time, 


And God preſerve his majeſty. : 


Now fare you well you Innerdale, 
Kith and kin that you may well ken, 
{> oa 
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For I will fell my ſiiken ſnood, — -- + Þ 
To ſee the * Grabams come bome, 


Since Wallace's n that we . | | 1 
Sir John the Graham did bear the gree, 
For the honour of our royal king, | — WE 


The lord n his ny 


Of all the lords fair Seotland, * 
From the higheſt to the loweſt * 2x B+ 4 

The noble Grahams are to be prais'd, 
So God preſerve Charles his mzjeſty. 


N 


Sir James the Roſs. +. 


F all the Scottiſh Sebi rn eh. 


F 1 Of his high warlike name, 


The braveſt was Sir James the Roſs, 
A knight of meikle fame. 5 
His growth was as the tufted fir, 
That crowns the mountain's brow, 
And waving o'er his ſhoulders broad 
His locks of yellow flew, _ 


The chieftain of the brave elan Roſs, 
A firm undaunted band, 
Five hundred warriors drew the word, 
Beneath his high command. 
In bloody fight, thrice had he. ſtood, 
Againſt 2 keyns ; 


N 
Fre two and twenty op r | 
This blooining n had ſeen. 


The fair Matilda dear he Jov'd, 
A maid of beauty rair; 
Even Margaret · on the Scottiſh throne” 
Was never half fo fair. 
Lang had he-woo'd, lang ſhe refus'd, 
With ſeeming ſcorn and pride; 
Let aft her eyes confeſs'd the love 
Her fearful words deny'd, 


At laſt ſhe bleſs'd his well tryd f faith, 

Allow'd his tender claim; 

She vow'd to him her virgin heart, 

And own'd an equal flame, 

Her father, Buchan's cruel lord, 
Their paſſion diſapprov'd; | 

And bade*her wed-ſir:John the Graham 
And leave the Tons the low d. | 


Ae night they met, as they were won't, 
Deep in a ſhady wood, 
Where on a bank, beſide the burn, 
A blooming ſaugh tree ſtood. 
- Conceal'd among the nnderwood, 
The crafty Donald lay, 


The brother of fir John the W . 


To hear what they would ſay. 


When thus the maid began, My fire 
Mour paſſion diſa pproves, 


0 


9 


And bids me wed ſir John the ee, 55 


So here muſt end our loves! 
My father's will muſt be obey'd, 
Noug ht boots me to withſtand; 
Some fairer maid in beauty's bloom, 
Shall bleſs thee with her hand. 


Matilda ſoon-{hall be forgot, 
And from thy mind defac'd; 

But may that happineſs be thine, 
Which I can never taſte, 

What do] hear? is this thy vow ? 

Sir James the Roſs reply'd ; 

And will Matilda wed the Graham, 
Tho' ſworn to be my bride? + 


His ſword ſhall ſooner pierce my heart, 1 


Then reave me of thy charms; 


Then claſp'd her to his beating breaſt, 


Faſt lock d into his arms. 
1 ſpake to try thy love, -ſhe ſaid, 
1 ne'er wed man but thee ; 
'My grave-ſhall be my bridal bed, 
Ere Graham my huſband be. 


Take then, dear youth, this faithfal kiſs | 


In witneſs of my troth ; 
And ev'ry-plague become my lot, 
That day I break my oath. 
They parted thus, the ſun was ſet, 
p haſty Donald flies, 
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He loud inſulting cries, 


Soon turn'd about the fealeſs chief, 
And ſoon his word he drew: 
For Donald's blade, beſore his breaſt, 

Had pierc'd his tartans throw. 
This for my brother's lighted ove, 

His wrongs fit on my arm; 
Three paces back the youth retir'd,; 

And ſav'd himicit frac harm. 


Returning ſwift, his hand he rear rd; 
Frae Donald's head abore ; Yy 

And thro? the brain and craſhing bones 
His ſharp- edg'd weapon drove, 

He ſtagg' ring reel'd, thin tumbled down | 
A lump of breathleſs clay; 

$0 fall my foes, quo valiant.Roſs, 5 
And ſtate y ſtrode away: | 


Thro' the green wood he quickly hy 4. 

-Unto lord Buchan's hall; 
And at Matilda's window Aol | 

And thus began to call: 
Art thou aſleep, Matilda dear: ? 

Awake, my love, awake, 

Thy luckleſs lover calls on thee, - 
A long farewel to take, 


For I have ſlain fierce Donald Graham, 
His blood is on my ſwerd ; 


And turn thee, turn thee, beardleſs youth : n 


2 
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-And diſtent are my faithful men, 5 abs 4 
Nor can aſſiſt their lord. A 

To sky 1'll now direct wy way, 
Where my two brothers bide, 

And raiſe the valiant ot the iſles 
To combat on my ſide. 


O do not ſo, the maid replies, 
With me till morning ſtay; 
For dark and dreary is the night, 
And dangerous is the way : 
All night I'Il watch you in the park, 
My faithful page I'll ſend, 
To run and raiſe the Roſs's clan, 
Their maſter to defend. 


Beneath a buſh he laid him down, 

And wrap'd him in his plaid, 
While trembling for her lover's fate, 

At diſtance ſtood the mid. 

-Swift ran the page o'er hill and dale, 
Till in alowly glen, 

He met the furious ſir John Graham, 
With twenty of his men. X 


Where go'ſt thou, little page, he ſaid, 
So late who did thee ſend? 5 
1 go to raiſe the Roſs's clan, 
Their maſter to defend. | 
For he hath ſlain fierce Donald Graham, 
is blood is on his ſword 3 2 2 


1 


(253 
And far; far diſtant are his men 
That ſhould aſſict their lord. FE 


And has he flain my brother dear? 
The f urious Graham replies, 
Diſhog our blaſt my-name ! but he 
By me ere morning dies! 
Tell me where is fir James the Roſs ?*. EY 
I will thce well reward. W 
He ſleeps into lord Buchan's park, ab 
Matidda is his . n 2 


They ſpurr'd their "be % ar Jena mood. | 
And ſeour'd along the lee: {4 
They reach'd lord Buchan's lofty towers 
By dawning of the day. 
Matilda ſtood without the-gate, 
To whom thus Graham did ſay; :-. I 
| Saw ye ſir James the Roſs laſt night??? 
Or did he Pos this way? - | aer | 


Laſt day at noon, Matilda FO 
Sir James the Rofs paſs'd by; 
He turious prick'd his ſweaty ſeed,. 

And onward faſt did hy. 


By this be is at Edinburgh, g. 
If horſe and man hold — * | | 
Your page then lied, who ſaid, he was: +, 


Now ſlee ping ia the wood. 


She wrung her hands, and tore her hair, 
Brave Roſs thou art betray'd,. 


And ruin'd by tkoſe means, ſhe ere 1 


From whence I hop'd thine aĩd. 
By this the valiant knight awak'd, 
The virgin's fhriek de heard) 
And up he roſe, and drew his Werd? 

W hen the fierce e e 


Vour ſword faſt night my brother Wi 
His blood yet dims it's ſhine, 
And ere the ſetting of the ſun, 
Jour blood ſhall reek on mine. 
You word it well the chief return'd, 
But deeds approve the mann 
Set by your men, and band to kind; pl 
We'll try what valeur can, 


oft boaſting hides a eoward's heart, 
My weighty ſword youfeary 
Which ſtione in front, in dar . 
When you kept intie rear. | 
With dauntleſs ſtep he 8 "OY 
And dar'd him to the fighty 


Then Graham gave back, and fear'd his army, 2 


For well he knew its might. 


Pour of his men, the braveſt four; 

”  Sunk down beneath his ſwordt 

But ſtill he feorn' the poor revenge; 
And ſought their havghty lord. 

Behind him baſely came the Graham,. 
And wounded him in the fides 


I 
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Out ſpouting came the PRO tit, 82 
And all his tartans dy'd. ee 


But of his fred not quat the 8 
Nor dropt he to the ground. 
Till thro? his enemy 's heart his ſteel 
Had forc'd a mor tal wound, 
Grabam like a tree with wind verthrown:- e 
Fell breathleſs on the clay: 
And down befide him fank the Roſs,. 
* faint, and dying: lay. 


The fad Matilda ſaw him fall, 
O ſpare his life, ſhe cry'd 

Lord Buchan's daughter begs his liſe, 
Let her not be deny'd. 

Her well known voice the herd heard, 
He rais'd his death clos'd eyes, 
And fix d them on the weeping * 

And weakly thus replies 


In vain Matilda hon the life 
By death's arreſt'deny?d.. 

My race is run —— Adieu, my love 
Then eloſs'd: his eyes and dy'd. 


* 


The ſword yet warm, ſrom bis left ſide 1 
With frantic hand ſhe drew; R 
; I come, fir James the Profs, PE e "of 


I come to follow you, 


whe lean'd dad bile geit the eee © 
And bar'd her ſhowy breaſt. * 5 
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Then fell upon her lover's Ne. 
And ſunk to endleſs reſt, 
Then by this fatal tragedy, 
Let parents warning take; 
| And ne'er entice their children dear, 
4 Their ſacred vows to break. 


The Step Daughter's Relief. 
To the tune of, The Xirk wad let me te, 


Was anes a well tocher'd laſs, 
My mither left dollars to me; 
But now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 
My ſep dame has gart them flee. 
My father be's aften frae hame, 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear; 


She neither has lawtith nor-fhame, ( 
And keeps the bale houſe in a Reer, 
| ; 
She's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld;. | 
And gars me aft fret and'repine; 8 ] 
While hungry, ha'i-naked and cauld;. n * 
I ſee her deſtroy what's mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge _ BF 


And ſoon of my ſorrous be free, 
My poortith to plenty wa'd change, 
If ſhe were bung up on a tree. 


Quoth * wha gt time had loo?a: 23 
This bonny laſs — 4 6 


( 237” ) | 
Il take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnocd, 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me, 
'Tis only your ſel] tharT want, . 
Your kindneſs is better to me e 
Than a' that your ſtep· mother, ene : 
of ras has taken frae thee,” 
Par but a young farmer, its true, © 
And ye are the ſprout of a laird ; * 
But I have milk-cattle enow, 
And rowth of good rucks in my yard; | 
Ye ſhall have naithing to faſh ye, | ” 
Sax ſervants ſhall jouk to thee : 
Then kilt op thy coats, my laſſie, 
And gae thy ways hame with me. 


_ 


The maiden her reaſon imployed, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented ;—while Ringan o 'erjoyed, | 
Receiv*d her with mony a kiſs, | 
And now ſhe fits blythly fingan, 
And joking ber cruoken ſtep dame, 
Delighted with her dear Ringao, | 
That makes her good wife at hame. 


„„ one.. »>3 vÞ26- = 
Jeany, where has thou been. 
. Jeany, Jeany, where has thou been? 


Father and mother are bo Bis of cheese. 
vor. I. R 


9 

Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton, 
Keeping of Jocky company. 

O Betty, I've been to hear the mill clack, 
Getting meal ground for the family, 

As fow as it gade I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me. 


Ha! Jeany, Jeany, there's meal on your back, 
The miller's a wanton billy, and flee, 

Tho? victual's come hame again hale, what reck, 
I fear he has taken his mowter aff thee, 

And, Betty, ye ſpread your linnen to bleach, 

When that was done, where cou'd you be? 

Ha! laſs I ſaw ye {lip down the hedge, 

And wanton Willy was following thee, 


Ay. Jeany, Jeany, ye gade to the kirk ; | 
But when it (kail'd; where cou'd thou be? 
Ye came na hame till it was mirk, 
They ſay the kiſſing clerk- came wi ye. 
© filly laſſie, what wilt thou do? 
If thou grow great, they'll heez thee hie. 
Book to your ſell, if Jock prove true: | 
The clerk-frac creepics will keep me free, Q. 


N 


The poncrome Gentleman, A Sb. 


Tune, The bony laſs sf dere 


s I came in by Thriet- de, 


And by the braes of — 


There firft I ſaw my boany-bride,. _ 


Young ſmiling, ſweet and handſomz ; 
Her ſkin was ſafter thamthe do won, 


And white as alabaſter; 
Her hair a ſhining wavy brown; 
InBraightoeks nane e 


Life plowd' hor Ka cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 

And beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing: 

Nae ſilken hoſe with goothets fine, 

Or ſhoon with glancing laces, © 
On her fair leg, forbad to ſhiue: 
Well ſhapen native graces, 
TONS Hs 


Ae little coat, and'bodicewhite; , 


Was ſunt of a her claithing ; 


Even thae's o'er meikle; Mair delyte 


She'd given cled wi” naithing : 
She lean'd upon a flowery brae, 
Buy which a burny trotted's 

On: her I glowr'd. my foul away, 

While on her ſweets I doated;-: 


- 
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A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
*T ill this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
And bot deſigning, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love cloſe to my breaft, 
I graſp'd this fund of bliſſes: 
Wha ſmil'd and ſaid, Without a prieſt, . 
Sir, hope for nought. but kiſſes, 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coud'na want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm + 
Of her's pled 1 ſhould grant her, 
Since heaven had dealt to me arowth, _ 
Straight to the kirk I led her, 
There pli: hted her my faith and truth 
And a young lady made her. 


DDr 
The happy Clown. 


. 
OW happy is the rural clown, + 
Who far remov'd from noiſe of. town, 
Contemns the glory of a crown, 
And in his ſafe retreat, 

Is- Pleaſed with his:low-degree, - 

Is rich in decent poverty, | 

From ſtrife, from care and bus ol free, 
At once baith good and great? 


( abt ) 
Us 


No drums diſturb his morning ſleep, 


He fears no dangers of the deep, 

Nor noiſy law, nor courts ne er heap 
Vexation on his mind : | 

No trumpets rouſe him to the war, 


No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 


From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin'd. 


III. 

Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds: 

Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 

Induſtrious he improves with care; 


And ſtill ſome ripened fruits appear, 


So well his toil ſucceeds. 


| Iv. 
Now by a filver ſtream he lies, 
And angles with his baits and flies, 


And next the ſylvan ſcene he tries, 


His ſpirits to regal : 


Now from. the rock or height he views / | 


His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, 


Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 
-That waits his honeſt call, 
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. | 
Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy 1 joys, 
No care his peace of mind defiroys, | 
Nor does he pafs his time in toys © 
© Beneath his juſt regard? F470! 
He's fond to feel the zephyr's breeze, 
To plant and ſned bis tender trees: 
And for attending well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. 


The flow'ry meads,.and filent coves; 
The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 
And warbling birds on blooming . rue 
Aﬀord a wiſh'd delight: | 

But O! how pleaſant is this life? 
Hleſt with a chaſte and virtuovs wife, 
And children pratling, void of ſtrife, 

| Around his fire at * | 


= 5 ang 
Willie was a wanton Wag. 


r was a wanton wag. 
The blytheſt lad that oer I far, 


At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 
And carried ay the gree awa : 

His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And vow ! but Willy he was braw, 

And at his, ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a'. 


„ 
He was a man without a clag, 
His heart was frank without a flaw; _ 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, ee” 
It was ſtill hadden as a lag. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to the weapon-ſhaw, 
-Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The find a ane amang them a“. 2 
4 was not Willy well worth gowd ? 
He wan the love of great and ſma'; 

For after he the bride had kiſs'd, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes haleſale a.. | = 
Sae merrily round the ring they row'e, | 1 
When be the hand he fed them as. 
And ſmack and ſmack on them beſtow 4. ib 
By yarewe of a landing law, . 


And was nae Willy a great lawn, 7 
As e e een f ö 

a When he danc'd with the Jafies k 

The bridegroom (peer'd w had been. 

-Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, 

With bobbing, faith, ay thanks are fair ; 7 7 

Sae ca”? your bride and maidens in, 

For Willy he dow do nae mair: * ale 


Then reſt ye, willy, PH gae out, | 

And for a wee fiil up the ring. 
But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnour, N 
He wanted Willy's wanton fling. 


7 
Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, Wells me on your bonny face, 
With bobbing- Willie's ſhanks are fair, 
And I am come out to fill his place. 
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Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag. | 
; — like Willy, ye advance; 
(o! Willy has a wanton leg 
For we't he learns us a' to ſteer, 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring; 
We vill find nae fic dancing here, 
If we want Willy" s wanton fling. 


ooo QOOOOOOD 304 


AE The 43 of Tom Lamb, 


Here liv'd a wife in our pnte-ena, - 
she lov'd a drap of _— 

b . And a' the gear that e'er ſhe * 

b- She ſlipt:in her 5 


* Upan a froſty winter night, 7 
The wife had got a drapie—0, 
"Has ſhe did piſh her · coats right well, 
Dnable to find the patty—O, 


But ſhe's away to ber good man, 
They call'd him Tammy; Lamie— 0. 
Go ben and bring to me the can, 
| That I may get a drapie—O, 


A 2655) 

Tammy was an honeſt man 
He likewiſe took a drapie—0O, 

It was not well out o'er his craig, 

Till the was on his tapie—O. 


she paid him well both back and fide, 
And ſair ſhe cruſh'd his backie—0O, 

She made his ſhoulders black and blae, 
And gar'd his ſhoulders. craekie O. 


Then he's away to the malt barn, 
And there he gat a pockie—O, 
He put her in both head and tail, 
And threw .her o'cr his backie O. 


Then he's away to:the mill-dam, 

And there he geed her aduckie—0. 

It would have gar'd you ſplit your lies 
To ſee him n ee, 


In haſte * dd 2 again, 
Alas for our poor lucky—0, 

For ilka wall that he came by | 
He made her head play knocky - O0. 


: Goodman, I'm like to make my burn, 
O let me down, good Tammy —0. 
Then he did ſet her on a ſtane, | 
And bade __ PR a d 6560 


-T hen 8 cook "oy off the ſane, 
And put her on his backy—O, 


And faid when ſhe began to ſtir, 
Lie ſtill ye devil's bucky—0O. 


Then he did take her hame again, 
And ſhot her out of the pocky -O. 
"Which he hung up at her 9 
— a little knagg e—0 


Thus ever; day that ſhe roſe up, 
In ͤ nothing but her ſmocky—0, 
Soon as the looked o' er the bed, 
She did behold the pocky— O. 


They liv'd together nineteen years, 


And were full frank and couthie -O, 


And ever fince ſhe got the duck, 
She never had a drouthy—0. 


Now I adviſe my neighbours all, 
That have a drunken tutty— 0, 
To duck their wives in winter - time, 
And Fll lend them the pock y. 


At laſt the earling ehanc'd to die, 
And Tammy did her bury—0, 
And for the public benefit, | 
- Hath printed now. the curic—O. 


This motto be dig for her make; 
Here lies an honeſt Incky—O, 

Who never-ceaft to wet her gab, 
Until ſhe got a ducky— 0. 


£ A 


Erick Banks, 


N Etrick-banks, in a ſummer's night, 


p 
4%, + 
A - 
i 
y 7 
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I wet-my laſſy braw and tight, 
Came wading, bare foot, a“ her lane: 
My heart grew light, I-ran, I flang 
My arms about her lilly neck, 
And kiſs'd and clap'd her there fou lang; 
My words they were na many, feck. 


8 4 


oy 3 
I faid, My laſſy, will ye go 
To the higbland hills, the Earſe to learn; 
Ill baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe, 
When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law, 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
r to win we never ſaw. 


. 
All day when we have wrought enough, 

When winter froſts and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 

At night when you ſit down to ſpin, 
Ill ſerew my pipes and play a ſpring: 
And thus the weary night will end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again, 


At glooming when the ſheep: drave hame, i 


ä 9 * 
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8 2 
*-Syne-when the trees are in their bloom 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, * 
. 


Ill meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer: ſhield, 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfuꝰ din, e 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and fing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort, 


EXPLANATE 


1 
© 
L 
© 
9 


- 
* 


A” all. 

Abeit, albeit, - 
Aboon, above. 
Ae; one. 

1 of. Al 
Aften, often, „ 
Aik, oak. _- 

| Ain, nm. 

Aith, oat hb. 

Air, early. 

Ajee, ajitle. 

Alane, alone. 


Amaiſt, almoſt, + 


Ambry, a cup board. 2 


Ane, one. 

Anither, another. 
wa, away, 
auld; cd. 

Ajont, Berend. 


7 vw ” 
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B, 3 0 
A', Ball. e 
Baith, both, 
Bane, bone. 3 
Bannocks, oat bread, . 
Baps, roms breed. | 


Baum, Balm. 5 


Bauk, boulk, 

Bedrals, beadles. | 

Beet, io help or repair. 
4 


Bend, to d/ ink. „ 


Benniſon, bleſſing. 4 
Bent, the open fields. 


Bevith, ſomewhatin the mean 


time. 
Birks; birch; 2 
Bigg build, 
Billy, brother 4 
Bindgi rg, ler Hing, bending,; 


2 — 
3 
* 
N 
. 
1 


bl OB 
* 


Maw, blow. 

Bleeze, blaze. 
Blink, glance of the-eye, - 
Bluter, blundcr . 

Bode, predift.” 

Bodin, ſtored. 

Bot cr But, without, 
Bongils, ſounding horns. 
Boyntith a gratuity. 
Bowt, bolt. - 

Brachen, a /ort of broth. - 
Brae, riſing ground. 
Brankit, primed up. 
Braid, broad. | 
Brander, a gridiron. 
Braw, finely dreſt. 
Broach, a buckle. 


Braek, broken parts or οον Fs 


Brow, the forebead. 
Bruik, o love or enjoy. 
— ſheep — 
nitt, po | 
— a — 
Buſk, to decks 
But and Ben, be out aud lein. 
Byer, a cow-bouſe.  , 


. 
N A“, call. 
Cadgie, cbearfal. 


Quf, calſ. Id choff. 


Canra, cannot. 

Cankered, angry. 

Canny, -cautious, lucky, - 
Carlings, old women. Id. boi 


el peaſe. 
Cauld, cad. 
| Cauler. cool, reſt. 


Ca k, chalk. 

Clag, falliug or impetfection- 
Glat, a rate, 

Claiths, cloaths, 
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Blate, baſt ful. 


= Crummy. a cou 5 name. 


4 Dol, * 


9 8 J. | 
1-0 ow, can. Id. *. 1 


Douf. ſtiritlefs.. | 
| - Doughtna, corld not. 


Claſhes, tittle tattle, D 
Clock, a beeile 
Cockernony, the heir 2 
1. 2 
Cod, a pillow, | 
(oft, bowght;- - E 
Coge, a wouden diſh, E 
Cock, a blockhead. E 
Coots, joint of the ancle. E 
Gourchei, or Curtchea, 4 E 
handkerchief. | E. 
Crack, to boaſt 
Creel, boſket or hamper, 
Croc ks, learn ſbecp. J 
Croft, corn- land. 
Croafe, briſk, bold,” 


Crowdy mowdy, 4 fort of 
gruel. 


Cunzie, coin. 


D Arr. 10 a 
neſs 

Daft, 1:d;-fooliſh. 

Laut, fondle, careſs, - 

Dight, ts wipe, 

Dinna, do not. 

Ding. beat. 


Dou na, cannot. 


Dou y. weary, ag : 


Drant, to ſpeak flow...” 
Dramock, celd nel. 


Drap. drop. 

D winiag, decaying. . 
Dunting, heating. 

Dulce and 1 fu Plamiv 
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Purk; a dagger. 


5 E. 
ARD, earth.” 
Eild, age. 
Eith, eaſy. 
EHding, fewel, 
Eem, couſin. 
Ettle, aim. 
Eydent, diligent, - 


Fa. f l. I 
Fadge, a coarſe fort 9 


roll read, 

Fae, foe. . 

Fand, found, 

Far gle, Newfangle, fond of * 
what's new. 

Farles, thin oat-cakes; 

Fa(h, trouble * 

Fauſe, falſe. 

Faut, fault. 

Fee, wages. | 

Feirs, brothers. _. + 

Fendy, active, nas 

Fenzie, fain. 

Ferley, wonder. / 

Fey, — a . 

Flee, f. 

Flouks. flo 

Flyte, to ſcold: / 

Fog, moſs . | 

Fore, to thefore, in bin or 
laſting. 

Fouth, plenty. 


Fraiſing, babling with a fooliſh - 
wonder. | 


Fou, or -fu?, full. b 


| His have; 2 


G. 8 
G, the mouth, _ 
Guboucks, large mautbjals' 
Gaberlunzic; 4 wallet thats 
hangs on the fide or lain. 
Gae, gave. Id. go. 49A 
Gane, gone 
Gar, make-or cauſe, * 
Gawly, jolly, large. 
Gate, Way. - 
Ca . ga 14, grads 
aw d, ga 
Gaw — y. fooliſh, - * 
Gant, to yawn, 25 8 
Geck, 10 flout and jeer. 
Gon ſmall and neat, - 
Gin and gif, ifs | 
Ghaive,,a fword, 38 
Glaikit, idle and te 
Glee, joy. 
Glerd, ſquinting. 
Glen, a hollow between — 
Gloyd, an old borſe. . 
Glowr, to ſtare. . 
Gowk, the -cuckew, 14. 4 
fool. 
Gowping, handful, N 
Graip to grope 1d, Wee | 
fork for dung. 
Graith, accoutrements, * 
Gu "ſkinned oats, NA 
R 8 | 


ol 


Hat, half. 
Hagies, a boyled ali i. 
of a ſheep s pluck - minced 
with ſewet. 


Halicket, light beaded whine 
ſical. 


abs TY 


Hale, whole.. © 
Haly, holy, . 
Hame, home, 


mes and brechoms, were” 


about the neck of 4 cart. 
horſe, 

Hawle, embrace. 

Heeſe. to lift.” 

Hecht, promiſed. + 

Heugh, any ſteep place 


Hodle, to waddle in walking,” 


Hoden, coarſe cloth, 
Hows, Hello us. 


Howms, valleys on river 


* Ss 


* 


EE, fo jee back and again, 
the motion of a balance + 
III fard, ill favoured, or ugly. 


Ilka, each. 
Ila every. 


Ingle, fire. 


o, ſwect heart. 
uk; to bow. 
Irk, weary or tired. 
Irie, afraid | of Ghoſts, 5 
_ — . 


Kue. or AY Sis 5 


of monumental ſtones. 


Kail, coleworts. Id. broth, 


Kime, comb. 

Kebuck, a cheeſe, 

Keek, peep, 

Ken, know 

Kepp, to catch. 

Nlted, tucked up. 
Kirn, chirn. 
Kimmer, 4 ſe goſſip, 
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Kirtle, per. petticoat, © 
Kurchie, * 


* 
[ 456. to fall bebind. 
Leigh, {:w, 


Lane, own -/elFf. . 


Laith, Jot h. 
Lapperd, curdled. 
Law. - lo. 
Lawty, jaſtice. 
Lave, the reſt. 

Lee, faliow ground. 
Leeſome, lovely. 


Leeze me, 4 Phraſe uſed” 


when one loves er is pleaſe, 
ed with a perſon, 

Leil, exact. 

Leugh, laughed, 

Lib, to geld, 

Lilt, a tune. 

Linkan, to move quick ly. 

Loor, rather. * 

Loos, loves. 

Loun, a y wencher, 

Lout, 10 bow, * 

Lowan; flaming, 

Lown, calm, | 

Lucken, gathered together or 
claſe joined to one anotberey 


5 _ Lyart,hoary, er grey. 


M 
MP's a mate, © 
Mair, more. © 


Maiſt. mo/t. | 
Makſ-a, it matters not. 
Mane, moan. 


March, limits or border of © 


grounds. 
Marrow, mateh. 
Maun, nut. 
Mawking, a-bare. -- 


yy of wo we wy 


Itavis, the t —_ EP 
Meikle or Muckle, much, 
Meiſe, move. 

Mends, revenge. 

Menſe, manners, Id. o ker 
rate. 

Menzie, a company, or reti- 
nue. 


Milſy. a ſearch For milk, 


Mint, attempt. 


Minny, mother. 
Mirk, dark, 


Mons Meg, a very large i ran 


cannon in the caſtle of E- 
 dinburgh, capableof FE 
tuo people. 
Mou, mouth. 
Moup, to eat as wanting 
teeth. 
Mouter, the miller? s toll, 
Muck, dung. 
rs, linnen of or ade 


. | 
TA” and Nae, no, none. 
Nane, nane. 
Nees, noſe. 
— erl. 
ither, Har ve or . 
eee 


0 
Or grandchild, 

Ony, any, 6.7 
Owrly, a crauaa. 
Owſen, oxen. | 
Oxter, arm pit. 


8 
Pie a kutteryr. 
Fartans, crab fiſt, 


Pat, | 
— 1 cunnind. 
Vo. I. 
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Row, roll. 


Pibroch, a 2 hig bland 1 
Pickle, a ſmall are. 


Pig. earthen pot. 


Pillar, tool of repentance. 
Pine, pain. 

Pith, /trength. 

Plet, to fold. Id. twiſts. 
Poortich, poverty, 

Pou or Fu, well. ; 
Powſowd Y, ram-head dup, 
Prig, haggle. | 
Frive, to wy or taſte, 


_— 
tk roar. 
Raſhes, ruſhes. ; 


Red up, put in order. 


Renzie, rein. 
Rever, robber. 
Rifarts, radiſbes. 
Rife, plenty. 
Riggs, ridges. 


_ $ 
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Rowth, wealth. | EY 


Rude, cro;s, 


Runkled, 2 - Fog 
Rung, a club. | 


Ruſe or rooſe, profes 8 | | 


QAE, , „ ez 
Saft, ... 
Sair, ſore. . 
Sawt „alt. | 1 
Seim, appearance. 
Sel » Jelf. 
Sey, try. | 
St anna, ſvall not. 
Shangy mouth'd or ſhevit- 
gabit, the mouth much # 
one 1. de, 
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Shoo, 4 hoe. : 


Shoon, ſhoes. - 
Shore, to threaten, 


Shire, thin. 

A ſhire lick, a ſmart fellow. 

Sic or ſick, ſuch, 

Sican, fuch * one. 

Sin or Syne, ſince. 

Sindle, db. 

Sinſyne, ſince that time. 

Skair, ſvare. 

Sxkaith, harm, loſs. 

Skink, ft rong Joup. 

Sma', fall. 

Snack, ſmart. 

Snaw, ſnow. 

Sneiſt, to ſnarl. - 

Sniſhing, nf. 

Snood, @ head band. 

Snug, convenient, neat, 

Sodden, boiled. 

Sonſy, fortunate, Jolly. 

Sowens, a kind of fowergd 
..gruel, boiled like paſte. 

Soum, of ſheep 2.0, 

5 ſpoke. 


peer, 0 
Stine, tried white fiſh, 


Stane, /ione. 


| Stend, alk wes, 
Stirk, a young 

Stoup, a Props 

Strae, ſtraw. 

Streek, ſtretch. 
Stenzie, 10 ſtain. 
Swats, ſmall ale. 
Sweer, unwilling, lazy. 
Swither, in doubt. | 
Seybows, young onions. 


"EXPLANATYTON 
* 


| 


tho n=; 

TAE, oe. 
Tals, told. 
Taken, token. 


Tane, taken, Id. the one, þ 


Tap, top, 

Tauk, fall. 

Thae, thoſe. 

Tent, notice. 
Theyſe, they ſpall. 
Thole, to ſuffer. 
or: howleſ: 8, ſpiritleſs. 
Thud, noiſe of a fircke, 
Tine, Ioſe. 

Tint, 1ſt. 

Titter, rather. 
Tocher, dowry. 


- Tooly, fight, contend, 


Todlen, a rolling ſhort ſtep, 
Touzle, 10 ruffle, 
Trig, neat. 


Trou, believe. 


Triſte, appointment, 
Twin, to . from, 


yo. . , 

Wae, woe. 
Wale, to chuſe, the choice, 
Waen, child, 


Wallowit, faded or withered, 


Wan, pale. Id. won, 
Walop, gallop. 

Wame, womb, belly, 
Ware, beſtow," 

War, worſe. 

Wat, know. 

Waws, walls, | 
Wawk, walk, Id. wake, 


Wawkrife, not inclined to 


ſeep, 
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in, bach its 
ee, little 

Weirs, wars, 
Wha, who, : 
Whang, à large cut, . 
Whatrecks, what matters it. 
Whilk, which, 
Whinging, whining, 
Whiſnt, bold your peace. 


Whillywha, 0 cheat or bite, 


Wilks, periwinkles. 

Win or won, dwell, 

Winna, will not. 

Winſome, handſome, 
Wit, town. 


FINS. 


Worn! 


. Wyſon, the gulleta 


| Witherſhins i move CY 

trary. 
Woo, wool. | | 
Woody, a withy, 4 
Wow, wonderfi ul, Id. 43 
Wylie, cunning. 


Wyte, to blame. ; 
Unco, very ſtrange, y 


kd 
AD, a mare, —_— 
Yeſe, ye ſhah, go 
Yern, deſire. | . 
Te a vefternight, 7 
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